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CHAPTER L 

IfAKINO FEIENDS. 



"Well?" said Ralph. 

"Welir' said Sylvia. 

" WeU ?" said MoUy. 

Then they all three stood teaA looked at each 
other. Each had his oi hei own opinion on the sub- 
ject ■which was nppermost in their minds, but each , 
was equally reluctant to express it, till that of the 
others had been got at. So each of the three said 
"Well?" to the other two, and stood waiting, as if 
they were playing the old game of "Who speaks 
first?" It got tiresome, however, after a bit, and 
MoUy, whose patience was the most quickly ex- 
hausted, at last threw caution and dignity to the 
winds. 

" WeU," she beg^ but the " well " this time had 

& B 
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quite a dififerent tone from the last; **well" she re- 
peated emphatically, "I'm the youngest, and I suppose 
you'll say I shouldn't give my opinion first, but I 
just will, for all that. And my opinion is, that she's 
just as nice as she can be." 

"And I think so too," said Sylvia. "Don't you, 
Ealph?" 

" I ?" said Ealph loftily, " you forget. / have seen 
her before." 

"Yes, but not to remember** said Sylvia and Molly 
at once. "Tou might just as well never have seen 
her before as far as that goes. But isn't she nice ?" 

"Ye-es," said Ealph. "I don't think she's bad 
for a grandmother." 

" ' For a grandmother !' " cried MoUy indignantly. 
" What do you mean, Ealph ? What can be nicer 
than a nice grandmother ?" 

"But suppose she wasn't nice? she needn't be, 
you know. There are grandmothers and grand- 
mothers," persisted EalpL 

"Of course I know thati* said Molly. "Tou 
don't suppose I thought our grandmother, was every- 
body's grandmother, you silly boy. What I say is 
she's just like a real grandmother — not like Nora 
Leslie's, who is always scolding Nora's mother for 
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spoiling her children, and wears such grand, quite 
young lady dresses, and has Uaxik hair/' with an accent 
of profound disgust, " not nice, beautiful, soft, silver 
hair, like ov/r grandmother's. Now, isn't it true, 
Sylvia, isn't our grandmother just like a real one ?" 

Sylvia smQed. " Yes, exactly," she replied. " She 
would almost do for a fairy godmother, if only she 
had a stick with a gold knob." 

" Only perhaps she'd beat us with it," said Ealph. 

" Oh no, not heat us," cried Molly, dancing about. 
" It would be worse than that. If we were naughty 
she'd point it at us, and then we'd all three turn into 
toads, or frogs, or white mice. Oh, just fancy! I 
am so glad she hasn't got a gold-headed stick." 

" Children," said a voice at the door, which made 
them all jump, though it was such a kind, cheery 
voice. " Aren't you ready for tea ? I'm glad to see 
you are not very tired, but you must be hungry. 
Eemember that you've travelled a good way to-day." 

"Only from London, grandmother dear," said 
MoUy ; " that isn't very far." 

" And the day after to-morrow you have to travel 
a long way farther," continued her grandmother. 
"You must get early to bed, and keep yourselves 
fresh for all that is before you. Aunty says she is 
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very hungry, so you little people must be so too. 
Yes, dears, you may run downstairs first, and I'll 
come quietly after you ; I am not so young as I have 
been, you know." 

Molly looked up with some puzzle in her eyes at this. 

" Not so young as you have been, grandmother 
dear ?" she repeated. 

" Of course not," said EalpL ** And you're not 
either, Molly. Once you were a baby in long clothes, 
and, barring the long clothes, I don't know but 
what " 

"Hush, Ealph. Don't begin teasing her," said 
Sylvia in a low voice, not lost, however, upon grand- 
mother. 

What was lost upon grandmother ? 

" And what were you all so busy chattering about 
when I interrupted you just now?" she inquired, 
when they were all seated round the tea-table, and 
thanks to the nice cold chicken, and ham, and roUs 
and butter and tea-cakes, and all manner of good 
things, the children fast " losing their appetites." 

Sylvia blushed and looked at Ealph ; Ealph grew 
much interested in the grounds at the bottom of his 
tea-cup ; only Molly, Molly the irrepressible, looked 
up briskly. 
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"Oh, notliing/' she replied; "at least nothing 
particnlax." 

"Dear me! how odd that you should all three 
have been talking at once about anything so unin- 
teresting 83 nothing particular," said grandmother, in 
a tone which made them all laugh. 

" It wasn't exactly about nothing particular," said 
Molly : " it was about you, grandmother dear." 

" Molly r* said Sylvia reproachfully, but Molly 
was not so easily to be snubbed. 

" We were wishing," she continued, " that you had 
a gold-headed stick, and then you'd be quite perfect!' 

It was grandmother's and aunty's turn to laugh now. 

"Only," Molly went on, "Ralph said perhaps 
you'd beat us with it, and I said no, most likely 
you'd turn us into frogs or mice, you know." 

"* Frogs or mice, I know,' but indeed I don't 
know," said grandmother; "why should I wish to 
turn my boy and girl children into frogs and mice ?" 

" If we were naughty, I meant," said Molly. " Oh, 
Sylvia, you explain— I always say things the wrong 
way." 

" It was I that said you looked like a fairy god- 
mother," said Sylvia, blushing furiously, "and that 
put it into Molly's head about the frogs and mice." 
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" But the only fairy godmother / remember that 
did these wonderful things turned mice into horses 
to please her god-daughter. Have you not got hold 
of the wrong end of the story, Molly ?*' said grand- 
mother. 

" The wrong end and beginning and middle too, I 
should say," observed Ealph. 

"Yes, grandmother dear, I always do," said Molly, 
complacently. " I never remember stories or anything 
the right way, my head is so funnily made." 

" When you can't find your gloves, because you 
didn't put them away carefully, is it the fault of the 
shape of the chest of drawers?" inquired grandmother 
quietly. 

" Yes, I suppose so, — at least, no, I mean, of course 
it isn't," replied Molly, taking heed to her words 
half-way through, when she saw that they were all 
laughing at her. 

Grandmother smiled, but said no more. 

"What a wool-gathering little brain it is," she 
said to herself. 

When she smiled, all the children agreed together 
afterwards, she looked more like a fairy godmother 
than ever. She was reaUy a very pretty old lady. 
Never very tall, with age she had grown smaller. 
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though still upright as a dart; the "November roses" 
in her cheeks were of their kind as sweet as the June 
ones that nestled there long ago-— ah! so long ago 
now ; and the look in her eyes had a tenderness and 
depth which can only come from a life of imselfish- 
ness, of joy and much sorrow too — a life whose 
lessons have been weU and dutifully learnt, and of 
which none has been more thoroughly taken home 
than that of gentle judgment of, and much patience 
with, others. 

While they are all finishing their tea, would you, 
niy boy and girl friends, like to know who they were 
— ^these three, Ealph, Sylvia, and Molly, whom I 
want to tell you about, and whom I hope you will 
love? When I was a little girl I liked to know 
exactly about the children in my books, each of whom 
had his or her distinct place in my affections. I liked 
to know their names, their ages, all about their homes 
and their relations most exactly, and more than once 
I was laughed at for writing out a sort of genealogical 
tree of some of my little fancy friends' family con- 
nections. We need not go quite so far as that, but I 
will explain to you about these new little friends of 
yours enough for you to be able to find out the rest 
for yourselves. 
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They had never seen their grandmother before, 
never, that is to say, in the girls' case, and in Balph's 
"not to remember her," Ralph was fourteen now, 
Sylvia thirteen, and Molly about a year and a half 
younger. More than seven years ago their mother 
had died, and since then they had been living with 
their father, whose profession obliged him often to 
choQge his home, in various dififerent places. It had 
been impossible for their grandmother, much as she 
wished it, to have had them hitherto with her, for, 
for several years out of the seven, her hands, and 
those of aunty, too, her only other daughter besides 
their mother, had been more than filled with other 
cares. Their grandfather had been ill for many 
years before his death, and for his sake grandmother 
and aunty had left the English home they loved so 
much, and gone to live in the south of France. And 
after his death, as often happens with people no 
longer young, and somewhat wearied, grandmother 
found that the old dream of returning " home," and 
ending her days with her children and old friends 
round her, had grown to be but a dream, and, what 
was more, had lost its charm. She had grown to 
love her new home, endeared now by so many 
associations; she had got used to the ways of the 
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people, and felt as if English ways would be strange 
to her, and as aunty's only idea of happiness was to 
find it in hers, the mother and daughter had decided 
to make their home where for nearly fourteen years 
it had been. They had gone to England this autunm 
for a few weeks, finally to arrange some matters that 
had been left unsettled, and while there something 
happened which made them very glad that they had 
done so. Mr. Heriott, the children's father, had 
received an appointment in India, which would take 
hiTTi there for two or three years, and though grand- 
mother and aunty were sorry to think of his going 
so far away, they were — oh, I can't tell you how 
delighted! when he agreed to theur proposal, that 
the children's home for the time should be with 
them. It would be an advantage for the girls' 
French, said grandmother, and would do Ealph no 
harm for a year or two, and if his father's absence 
lasted longer, it could easily be arranged for him to 
be sent back to England to school, still spending his 
holidays at ChSlet. So all was settled ; and grand- 
mother, who had taken a little house at Dover for 
a few weeks, stayed there quietly, while aunty 
journeyed away up to the north of England to fetch 
the children, their father being too busy with pre- 
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paxations for his own departure to be able con- 
veniently to take them to Dover himself. There 
were some tears shed at parting with " papa," for the 
children loved him truly, and believed in his love for 
them, quiet and undemonstrative though his manner 
was. There were some tears, too, shed at parting 
with " nurse," who, having conscientiously spoilt them 
all, was now getting past work, and was to retire to her 
married daughter's; there were a good many bestowed 
on the rough coat of Shag, the pony, and the still 
rougher of Fusser, the Scotch terrier ; but after all, 
children are children, and for my part I should be 
very sorry for them to be anything else, and the 
delights of the change and the bustle of the journey 
soon drowned all melancholy thoughts. 

And so far all had gone charmingly. Aunty had 
proved to be all that could be wished of aunty-kind, 
and grandmother promised more than fairly. 

" What would we have done if she had been very 
tall and stout, and fierce-looking, with spectacles and 
a hookey nose ?" thought Molly, and as the thought 
struck her, she left off eating, and sat with wide 
open eyes, staring at her grandmother. 

Though grandmother did not in general wear 
spectacles — only when reading very small print, or 
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busied with some peculiarly fine fancywork — ^nothing 
ever seemed to escape her notice 

** Molly, my dear, what are you staring at so ? Is 
my cap crooked ?*' she said. Molly started. 

" Oh no, grandmother dear," she replied. " I was 

only thinking '* she stopped short, jumped ofif her 

seat, and in another moment was round the table 
with a rush, which would have been sadly trying to 
most grandmothers and aunties, only fortimately 
these special ones were not like most !* 

"What is the matter, dear?" giltndmother was 
beginning to exclaim, when she was stopped by 
feeling two arms hugging her tightly, and a rather 
bread-and-buttery little mouth kissing her valorously. 

"Nothing's the matter," said Molly, when she 
stopped her kisses, "it only just came into my head 
when I was looking at you, how nice you were, you 
dear little grandmother, and I thought I'd like to 
kiss you. I don't want you to have a gold-headed 
stick, but I do want one thing, and then you would 
be quite perfect. Oh, grandmother dear," she went 
on, clasping her hands in entreaty, "just tell me this, 
do you ever tell stories ?" 

Grandmother shook her head solemnly. " I hope 
not, my dear child," she said, but Molly detected the 
fun through the solemnity. She gave a wriggle. 
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"Now you're laughing at me," she said "Tou 
know I don't mean that kind. I mean do you ever 
tell real stories — not real, I don't mean, for very 
often the nicest aren't real, about fairies, you know — 
but you know the sort of stories I mean. Tou 
would look so beautiful telling stories, wouldn't she 
now, Sylvia ?" 

"And the stories would be beautiful if I told 
them— eh,MoUy?" 

" Yes, I am sure they would be. Will you think 
of some ?" . 

"Well see," said grandmother. "Anyway there's 
no time for stories at present. You have ever so much 
to think of with all the travelling that is before you. 
Wait till we get to Ch&let, and then well see." 

"I like your 'well see,* said Molly. Some 
people's 'well see,' just means, ' I can't be troubled,' 
or, 'don't bother.' But I think your 'we'll see' 
sounds nice, grandmother dear." 

" I am glad you think so, grand-daughter dear ; 
and now, what about going to bed ? It is only seven, 
but if you are tired ?" 

" But we are not a bit tired," said Molly. 

"We never go to bed till half-past eight, and 
Ralph at nine," said Sylvia. 
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The word " bed " had started a new flow of ideas 
in Molly's brain. 

" Grandmother/* she said, growing all at once very 
grave, "that reminds me of one thing I wanted to 
ask you; do the tops of the beds ever come down 
now in Paris V 

"*Do the tops of the beds in Paris ever come 
down?*" repeated grandmother. "My dear child, 
what do you mean V 

"It was a story she heard," began Sylvia, in 
explanation. 

"About somebody being suffocated in Paris by 
the top of the bed coming down," continued Balph. 

" It was robbers that wanted to steal his money," 
added MoUy. 

Grandmother began to look less mystified. " Oh, 
tJiot old story !" she said. " But how did you hear 
it ? I remember it when I was a little girl ; it really 
happened to a friend of my grandfather's, and 
afterwards I came across it in a little book about 
dogs. 'Fidelity of dogs,' was the name of it, I 
think. The dog saved the traveller's life by dragging 
hiTTi out of the bed." 

" Yes," said aunty, " I remember that book too. 
It was among your old child's books, mother. A 
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queer little musty brown, volume, and I remember 
how the story frightened me." 

"There nowl" said Molly triumphantly. "You 
see it frightened aunty too. So I'm 7U>t such a baby 
after all." 

"Yes, you are," said EalpL ** People might be 
frightened without making such a fuss. Molly 
declared she would rather not go to Paris at all. 
Thai's what I call being babyish — ^it isn't the feeling 
feightened that's babyish — for people might feel 
frightened and stiU he brave, mightn't they, grand- 
mother ?" 

" Certainly, my boy. That is what moral courage 
means." 

" Oh !" said Molly, as if a new idea had dawned 
upon her. " I see. Then it doesn't matter if I am 
frightened if I don't tell any one." 

" Not exactly that," said grandmother. " I would 
like you all to be strong and sensible, and to have 
good nerves, which it would take a good deal to 
startle, as well as to have what certainly is best of 
all, plenty of moral courage." 

" And if Molly is frightened, she certainly couldn't 
help telling," said Sylvia, laughing. "She does so 
pinch whoever is next her." 
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" There was nothing about a dog in the story of 
the bed we heard," said M0II7. '* It was in a book 
that a boy at school lent Balph. I wouldn't ever 
be frightened if I had Fusser, I don't think. I do 
so wish I had asked papa to let him come with us — 
just in case, you know, of the beds having anything 
funny about them : it would be so comfortable to 
have Pusser." 

At this they all laughed, and aunty promised that 
if MoUy felt dissatisfied with the appearance of her 
bed, she would exchange with her. And not long 
after, Sylvia and MoUy began to look so sleepy, in 
spite of their protestations that the dustman's cart 
was nowhere near their door, that aunty insisted they 
must be mistaken, she had heard his warning beU 
ringing some minutes ago. So the two Kttle sisters 
came round to say good-night. 

" Good night, grandmother dear," said Molly, in a 
voice which tried hard to be brisk as usual through 
the sleepiness. 

Grandmother laid her hand on her shoulder and 
looked into her eyes. Molly had nice eyes when 
you looked at them closely : they were honest and 
candid, though of too pale a blue to show at first 
sight the expression they really contained. Just 
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now too, they were blinking and winking a little. 
Still grandmother must have been able to read in 
them what she wanted, for her face looked satisfied 
when she withdrew her gaze. 

" So I am really to be 'grandmother dear/ to you, 
my dear funny little girl?" she said. 

"Of course, grandmpther dear. Beally, really I 
mean," said Molly, laughing at herself. "Do you 
see it in my eyes ?" 

"Yes, I think I do. Ton have nice honest eyes, 
my little girl." 

Molly flushed a little with pleasure. " I thought 
they were rather ugly. Ealph calls them ' cats',' and 
'boiled gooseberries,'" she said. "Anyway Sylvia's 
are much prettier. She has such nice long eyelashes." 

" Sylvia's are very sweet," said grandmother, kiss- 
ing her in turn, " and we won't make comparisons. 
Both pairs of eyes will do very well my darlings, if 
always 

* The light within them. 
Tender is and true.' 

Now good night, and God bless my little grand- 
daughters. Ealph, youll sit up with me a little 
longer, won't you ?" 

"What nice funny things grandmother says. 
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doesn't she, Sylvia ?" said Molly, as they were un- 
dressing. 

"She says nice things," said Sylvia, "I don't 
know about they're being funny. Tou call every- 
thing funny, Molly." 

" Except you when you're going to bed, for then 
you're very often rather cross," said Molly. 

But as she was only in fun, Sylvia took it in 
good part, and, after kissing each other good night, 
both little sisters fell asleep without loss of time. 
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CHAPTER II. 

LOST IN THE LOUVEE. 

« Oh how I wish that I had lived 
In the ages that are gone I *' 

A Child's Wish. 

It was — did I say so before? the children's first 
visit to Paris. They had travelled a good deal, 
for such small people quite " a very good deal," as 
Molly used to maintain for the benefit of their less 
experienced companions. They knew England, "of 
course," Ralph would say in his lordly, big-boy 
fashion, Scotland too, and Wales, and they had 
spent some time in Germany. But they had never 
been in Paris, and the excitement on finding the 
journey safely past and themselves really there was 
very considerable. 

" And, Molly," said Sylvia, on their way from the 
railway station to the hotel where rooms had been 
engaged for them, "remember youVe promised not 
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to awake me in the middle of the night if you begin 
thinking about the top of the bed coming down/' 

"Andy oh, Sylvia! I vnsh you hadn't reminded 
me of it just now," said Molly pathetically, for 
which all the satisfaction she received was a some- 
what curt observation from Sylvia, that she shouldn't 
be so silly. 

For Sylvia, though in reality the kindest of little 
elder sisters, was sometimes inclined to be " short '' 
with poor Molly. Sylvia was clever and quick, and 
very "capable," remarkably ready at putting herself, 
as it were, in the place of another and seeing for the 
time being, through his or her spectacles. While 
Molly had not got further than opening wide her 
eyes, and not unfrequently her mouth too, Sylvia, 
practical in the way that only people of lively 
imagination can be so, had taken in the whole case, 
whatever it might be, and set her ready wits to 
work as to the best thing to be said or done. And 
Molly would wonderingly admire, and wish she could 
manage to " think of things " the way Sylvia did. 

They loved each other dearly, these two — but 
to-night they were tired, and when people, not 
children only, big people too, very often — are tried, 
it is only a veiy little step to being cross and 
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snappish. And when aunty, tired too, and annoyed 
by the unamiable tones, turned round to beg them 
to " try to leave off squabbling ; it was so thoughtless 
of them to disturb their grandmother," two or three 
big tears welled up in Molly's eyes, though it was 
too dark in the omnibus, which was taking them 
and their luggage from the station, for any one to 
see, and she thought to herself what a terrible dis- 
appointment it would be if, after all, this delightful, 
long-talked-of visit to Paris, were to turn out not 
delightful at all. And through Sylvia's honest little 
heart there darted a quick sting of pain and regret 
for her sharpness to Molly. How was it that she 
could not manage to keep the resolutions so often 
and so conscientiously made ? How was it that she 
could not succeed in remembering at the time, the 
very moment at which she was tempted to be 
snappish and supercilious, her never-rea//y-forgotten 
motive for peculiar gentleness and patience with her 
younger sister, the promise she had made, now so 
many years ago, to the mother Molly could scarcely 
even remember, to be kind, very kind, and gentle to 
the little, flaxen-haired, toddling thing, the "baby" 
whom that dear mother had loved so piteously. 
"Eight years ago," said Sylvia to herself. "I 
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was five and Molly only three and a half then. 
Poor little Molly, how funny she was I" 

And a hand crept in under Molly's sleeve, and a 
whisper reached her ear. 

" I don't mean to be cross or to tease you, Molly." 

And Molly in a moment was her own queer, 
happy, muddle-headed little self again. 

"Dear Sylvia," she whispered in return, "of 
course you don't. Ton never do, and if the top of 
the bed did come down, I'm sure I'd pull you out 
first, however sleepy I wa,s. Only of course I know 
it won't, and it's just my silly way, but when I'm as 
big as you, Sylvia, I'll get out of it, I'm sure." 

"You're as big as me now, you silly girl," said 
Sylvia laughingly, which was true. Molly was tall and 
well-grown for her age, while Sylvia was small, so that 
very often, to Molly's delight, they were taken for twins. 

"In my body, but not in my mind," rejoined 
Molly, with a little sigh. "I wish the growing 
would go into my mind for a little, though I 
wouldn't like to be much smaller than you, Sylvia. 
Perhaps we shouldn't be dressed alike, then." 

"Do be quiet, Molly, you are such an awful 
chatterbox," growled Ealph from his corner, f'l 
was just having a nice little nap." 
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He was far too '* grown-up'' to own to the eager- 
ness with which, as they went along, he had been 
furtively peeping out at the window beside him — or 
to join in Molly's screams of delight at the brilliance 
of the illumined shop windows, and the interminable 
perspective of gas lamps growing longer and longer 
behind them as they rapidly made their way. 

A sudden slackening of their speed, a sharp turn, 
and a rattle over the stones, told of their arrival at 
their destination. And ''Oh!" cried Molly, "I am 
so glad. Aren't you awfully hungry, Sylvia ?" 

And grandmother, who, to tell the truth, had been 
indulging in a peaceful, real little nap — ^not a sham 
one like Ealph's — quite woke up at this, and told 
Molly it was the best sign in the world to be hungry 
after a journey ; she was delighted to find her so good 
a traveller. 

The "dinner-tea" which, out of consideration for 
the children's home hours, had been ordered for them, 
turned out delicious. Never had they tasted such 
butter, such bread, such grilled chicken, and fried 
potatoes I And to complete Molly's satisfection the 
beds proved to have no tops to them at all. 

"I told you so," said Ealph majestically, when 
they had made the tour of the various rooms and 
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settled who was to have which, and though neither 
Sylvia nor M0II7 had the slightest recollection of his 
"telling you so," they were wise enough to say 
nothing. 

" But the little doors in the walls are quite as bad, 
or worse," Ealph continued mischievously. ** There's 
one at the head of your bed, Molly," — ^Molly and 
Sylvia were to have two little beds in the same room, 
standing in a sort of alcove — "which I am almost 
sure opens on to a secret staircase/' 

Molly gave a little shiver, and looked up ap- 
pealingly. 

".Ealph, you are not to tease her," said aunty. 
" Eemember all your promises to your fiEtther." 

Salph looked rather snubbed. 

"Let us talk of something pleasant," continued 
aunty, anxious to change the subject. " What shall 
we do to-morrow ? What shall we go to see first ?" 

"Yes," said grandmother, "What are your pet 
wishes, children?" 

" Notre Dame," cried Molly. 

" The Louvre," said Sylvia. 

" Anything you like. I don't care much for sight- 
seeing," said SalpL 

" That's a pity," said aunty drily. " However, os 
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you are the only gentleman of the party, and we are 
all dependent on you, perhaps it is just as well that 
you have no special fancies of your own. So to* 
morrow I propose that we should go a drive in the 
morning, to give you a general idea of Paris, returning 
by Notre Dame. In the afternoon I have some calls 
to make, and a little shopping to do, and you three 
must not forget to write to your father. Then 
the next day we can go to the Louvre, as Sylvia 
wished." 

"Thank you, aunty," said Sylvia. "It isn't so 
much for the pictures I want to go, but I do so want 
to see the room where poor Henry the Fourth was 
killed. I am ao fond of Henry the Fourth." 

Aunty smiled, and Ealph burst out laughing. 

"What a queer idea!" he said. "If you are so 
fond of him, I should think you would rather not see 
the room where he was killed." 

Sylvia grew scarlet, and Molly flew up in her 
defence. 

"You've no business to laugh at Sylvia, Ealph," 
she cried. " / understand her quite welL And she 
knows a great deal more history than you do — and 
about pictures, too. Of course we want to see the 
picture^, too. There's that beautiful blue and orange 
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one of Murillo's that papa has a little copy o£ If a 
at the Louvre." 

« I didn't say it wasn't," retorted Ealph. " It's 
Sylvia's love of horrors I was laughing at." 

"She doesn't love horrors," replied Molly, more 
and more indignant. 

" You needn't talk," said Ealph coolly. "Who was 
it that took a box of matches in her pocket to Holy- 
rood Palace, and was going to strike one to look for 
the blood-stains on the floor ? It was the only thing 
you cared to see, and yet you are such a goose — crying 
out if a butterfly settles on you. I think girls are — " 

"Ealph, my boy," said grandmother, seeing that 
by this time Molly was almost in tears ; " whatever 
you think of girls, you make me, I am sorry to say, 
think that boys' love of teasing is utterly incompre- 
honsible — and oh, so unmanly 1" 

The last touch went home. 

"I was only in fun, grandmother," said Ealph. 
with unusual meekness ; " I didn't mean really to vex 
MoUy." 

So peace was restored. 

To-morrow turned out fine, deliciously fine. 

"Not like England," said Molly superciliously, 
"where it always rains when you want it to be fine." , 
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They made the most of the beautiful weather, 
though by no means agreemg with aunty's reminder 
that even in Paris it did sometimes rain, and the 
three pairs of eager feet were pretty tired by the 
time bed-time came. 

And oh, what a disappointment the next morning 
brought I 

The children woke to a regular, pouring wet day, 
no chance of fulfilling the programme laid out, for 
Sylvia was subject to sore throats, and grandmother 
would not let her go out in the damp, and there 
would be no fun in going to the Louvre without her. 
So, as what can't be cured mv>st be endured, the 
children had just to make the best of it and amuse 
themselves in the house in the hopes of sunshine 
again for to-morrow. These hopes were happily 
fulfilled. 

" A lovely day," said aunty, '* all the brighter for 
yesterda/s rain." 

*'And we may go to the Louvre," exclaimed 
Sylvia eagerly. 

Aunty hesitated and turned, as everybody did 
when they were at a loss, to grandmother. 

"What do you think?" she said. She was 
reluctant to disappoint the children — Sylvia especi- 
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ally — as they had all been very good the day before, 

but yet " It is Saturday, and the Louvre will be 

so crowded you know, mother." 

* But / shall be with you," said Ealph. 

" And 77" said grandmother. " Is not a little old 
lady like me equal to taking care of you all V 

"Will you really come too, dear grandmother?" ex- 
claimed Sylvia and Molly in a breath. " Oh, how nice I " 

" I should like to go,'* said grandmother. " It is 
evei so many years since I was at the Louvre." 

** Do let us go then. Oh, do let us all go," said 
the little girls. "You know we are leaving on 
Tuesday, and something might come in the way again 
on Monday." 

So it w^s settled. 

" Eemember, children," said grandmother as they 
were all getting out of the carriage, " remember to 
keep close together. You have no idea how easily 
some of you might get lost in the crowd." 

"Zostr repeated Sylvia incredulously. 

" Lost !" echoed Molly. 

*' LOST !" shouted Ealph so loudly that some of 
their fellow-sight-seers, passing beside them into the 
palace, turned round to see what was the matter. 
" How could we possibly get lost here ?" 
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"Very easily," replied aunty calmly. "There is 
nothing, to people unaccustomed to it^ so utterly 
bewildering as a crowd." 

"Not to me," persisted Ealph. "I could thread 
my way in and out of the people till I found you. 
The girls might get lost, perhaps." 

"Thank you," said Molly; "as it happens, Master 
Ealph, I think it would be much harder to lose us 
than you. For one thing we can speak French ever 
such a great deal better than you." 

" And then there are two of us. If one of us was 
lost, grandmother and aunty could hold out the other 
one as a pattern, and say, 'I want a match for 
this,'" said Sylvia laughing, and a little eager to 
prevent the impending skirmish between Ealph and 
Molly. 

" Hush, children, you really mustn't chatter so," 
said aunty. " Use your eyes, and let your tongues,, 
poor things, rest for a little." 

They got on very happily. Aunty managed to. 
show the children the special picture or pictures each, 
had most wanted to see — ^including the "beautiful 
blue and orange" one of Molly's recollection. She 
nearly screamed with delight when she saw "how 
like it was to the one in papa's study," but took in 
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good part Ealph's cynical observation that a thing 
that was copied from another was generally supposed 
to be " like " the original. 

Only Sylvia was a little disappointed when, after 
looking at the pictures in one of the smaller rooms — 
a room in no way peculiar or remarkable as differing 
firom the others — they suddenly discovered that they 
were in the famous " Salle Henri 11.," where Henry 
the Fourth was killed I 

" I didn't think it would be like this," said Sylvia 
lugubriously. "Why do they call it 'Salle Henri 
II. V It should be called after Henry the Fourth ; 
and I don't think it should have pictures in, and be 
just like a common room." 

"What would you have it? Hung round with 
black and tapers burning?" said her aunt. 

" I don't know — ^any way I thought it would have 
had old tapestry," said Sylvia. " I should like it to 
have been kept just the way it was then." 

'* Poor Sylvia !" said grandmother. " But we must 
hurry on, children. We have not seen the * Petite 
Gal^rie ' yet — dear me, how many years it is since I 
was in it ! — and some of the most beautiful pictures 
are there." 

They passed on — grandmother leaning on aunty's 
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arm — the three children close behind, through a 
room called the " Salle des Sept Chemin^es/ along 
a vestibule filled with cases of jewellery, leading 
again to one of the great staircases. Something in 
the vestibule attracted grandmother^s attention, and 
she stopped for a moment. Sylvia, not interested in 
what the others were looking at, turned roimd and 
retraced her steps a few paces by the way they had 
entered the hall. A thought had struck her. 

" I'd like just to run back for a moment to Henry 
the Fourth's Eoom," she said to herself. " I want 
to notice the shape of it exactly, and how many 
windows there are, and then I think I can fancy to 
myself how it looked then, with the tapestry and 
all the old-fashioned furniture." 

No sooner thought than done. In a moment she 
was back in the room which had so curiously fas- 
cinated her, taking accurate note of its features. 

"I shall remember it now," she said to herself 
after gazing round her for a minute or two. " Now 
I must run after grandmother and the others, or 
they'll be thinking I am lost." 

She turned with a little laugh at the idea, and 
hastened out of the room, through the few groups 
of people standing or moving about, looking at the 
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pictures — ^hastened out, expecting in another moment 
to see the familiar figures. The room into which she 
made her way was also filled with pictures, as had 
been the one through which she had entered the 
" Salle Henri 11." She crossed it without misgiving : 
she had no idea that she had left the Salle Henri II. 
by the opposite door from that by which she had 
entered it ! 

Poor little Sylvia, she did not know that grand- 
mother's warning was actually to be fulfilled. She 
was "lost in the Louvre !" 
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CHAPTEE IIL 

^ WHERE IS SYLVIA?" 

*' What called me back ? 

A Yoice of happy childhood, 
♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

Tet might I not bewail the vision gone, 
My heart so leapt to that dear loving tone." 

Mrs. Hemans, "An Hour of Romance." 

She did not find out her mistake. She passed 
through the room and entered the vestibule into 
which it led, quite confident that she would meet 
the others in an instant. There were several groups 
standing about this vestibule as there had been in 
the other, but none composed of the figures she was 
looking for. 

" They must have passed on," said Sylvia to her- 
self; " I wish they hadn't; perhaps they never noticed 
I wasn't beside them." 

Then for the first time a slight feeling of anxiety 
seized her. She hurried quickly across the ante- 
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room where she was standing, to find herself in 
another " salle," which was quite unlike any of the 
others she had seen. Instead of oil-paintings, it was 
hung round with colourless engravings. Here, too, 
there were several people standing about, but none 
whom, even for an instant, Sylvia could have mistaken 
for her friends. 

** How quickly they must have hurried on," she 
thought, her heart beginning to beat faster. *' I do 
think they might have waited a little. They must 
have missed me by now." 

No use delaying in this room. Sylvia hurried 
on, finding herself now in that part of the palace 
devoted to ancient pottery and other antiquities, 
uninteresting to a child. The rooms through which 
she passed were much less crowded than those con- 
taining pictures. At a glance it was easy to distin- 
guish that those she was in search of were not there. 
Still she tried to keep up heart. 

"There is nothing here they would much care 
about," she said to herself. " If I could get back to 
the picture rooms I should be sure to find them." 

At last, to her delight, after crossing a second 
vestibule, from which descended a great staircase 
which she fancied she had seen before, she entered 

D 
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another of the long galleries completely hung with 
paintings. She bounded forward joyously. 

" They're sure to be here," she said. 

The room was very crowded. She dared not 
rush through it as fast as hitherto ; it was so crowded 
that she felt it would be quite possible to overlook a 
group of even four. More than once she fancied she 
caught sight of grandmother's small and aunty's 
taller figure, both dressed in black. Once her heart 
gave a great throb of delight when she fancied she 
distinguished through the crowd the cream-coloured 
felt hat and feathers of Molly, her double. But no — 
it was a cream-coloured felt hat, but the face below 
it was not Molly's. Then at last a panic seized the 
poor little girL She fairly lost her head, and the 
tears blinding her so, that had Molly and all of them 
been close beside her, she could scarcely have per- 
ceived them, she ran half frantically through the 
rooms. Half frantically in reality, but scarcely so 
to outward appearance. Her habit of self-control, 
her unconquerable British dislike to being seen in 
tears, or to making herself conspicuous, prevented 
her distress being so visible as to attract general 
attention. Some few people remarked her as she 
passed — a forlorn little Evangeline — ^her pretty face 
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now paler, now more flushed than its wont, as altema* 
tions of hope and fear succeeded each other, and 
wondered if she had lost her party or her way. But 
she had disappeared before there was time to do more 
than notice her. More than once she was on the 
point of asking help or advice from the cocked-hat 
officials at the doors, but she was afraid. In some 
ways she was very ignorant and childish for her age, 
notwithstanding her little womanlinesses and almost 
precocious good sense, and to tell the truth, a vague 
misty terror was haunting her brain — a terror which 
she would hardly have confessed to MoUy, not for 
worlds untold to Ealjph — that, being in Trance and 
not in England, she might somehow be put in prison, 
were the st&te of the case known to these same 
cocked-hat gentlemen! So, when at last one of 
these dignitaries, who had been noticing her rapid 
progress down the long gallery "Napoleon III.," 
stopped her with the civil inquiry, "Had Made- 
moiselle lost her way? was she seeking some 
one?" she bit her lips tight and winked her eyes 
briskly not to cry, as she replied in her best French, 
" Oh no," she could find her way. And then, as a 
sudden thought struck her that possibly he had 
been deputed by grandmother and aunty, who must 
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liave missed her by now^ to look for her, she glanced 
up at him again with the inquiry, had he, perhaps, 
neen a little girl like her ? jmt like her ? 

" Une petite fille comme Mademoiselle ?" replied 
the man smiling, but not taking in the sense of the 
question. " No, he had not." How could there be 
two little demoiselles, " tout- Jt-f ait pareilles?" He 
shook his head, good-natured but mystified, and 
Sylvia, getting frightened again, thanked him and 
sped oflf anew. 

The next doorway — ^by this time she had imcon- 
sciously in her panic and confusion begun actually 
to retrace her steps round the main court of the 
palace — brought her again into a room fiUed with 
statuary and antiquities. She was getting so tired, 
so out of breath, that the excitement now deserted 
her. She sat down on the ledge of one of the great 
marble vases, in a comer where her little figure was 
almost hidden &om sight, and began to think, as 
quietly and composedly as she could, what she 
should do. The tears were slowly creeping up into 
her eyes again ; she let two or three fall, and then 
resolutely drove the others back. 

" What shall I do ?" she thought, and joined to 
her own terrors there was now the certainty of the 
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anxiety and misery the others must, by this time, be 
sufifering on her account. " Oh, poor little Molly," 
she said to herself. "How dreadfully she will be 
crying ! What shall I do ?" 

Two or three ideas struck her. Should she go 
down one of the staircases which every now and 
then she came upon, and find her way out of the 
palace, and down in the street try to call a cab to 
take her back to the hotel? But she had no money 
with her, and no idea what a cab would cost. And 
she was frightened of strange cabmen, and by no 
means sure that she could intelligibly explain the 
address. Besides this, she could not bear to go 
home without them all, feeling certain that they 
would not desert the palace till they had searched 
every comer for her. 

" If I could but be sure of any place they miLst 
pass," she said to herself, with her good sense 
reviving; "it would be the best way to wait there 
till they come." 

She jumped up again. "The door out!" she 
exclaimed. "They must pass it. Only perhaps," 
her hopes falling, "there are several doors. The 
best one to wait at would be the one we came in by, 
if I could but tell which it was. Let me see — yes, 
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I remember, as we came upstairs, aunty said, ' This 
is the Grand Escalier/ If I ask for the 'Grand 
Escalier/" 

Her courage returned. The very next cocked 
hat she came upon, she asked to direct her to the 
" Grand EscaUer." He sent her straight back through 
a vestibule she had just left, at the other entrance to 
which she found herself at the head of the great 
staircase. 

"I am sure this is the one we came up," she 
thought, as she ran down, and her certainty was 
confirmed, when, having made her way out through 
the entrance hall at the foot of the staircase, she 
caught sight, a few yards off, of an old apple woman's 
stall in the courtyard. 

"I remember that stall quite well," thought 
Sylvia, and in her delight she felt half inclined to 
run up to the apple-woman and kiss her. "She 
looks nice," she said to herself, " and they must pass 
that way to get to the street we came along. ITl go 
and stand beside her." 

Half timidly the little girl advanced towards 
the stall She had stood there a minute or two 
before its owner noticed her, and turned to ask if 
mademoiselle wanted an appla 



« WHERE IS SYLVIA ? *" 39 

Sylvia shook her head. She had no money and 
did not want any apples, but might she stand there 
to watch for her friends, whom she had lost in the 
crowd. The old woman, with bright black eyes and 
shrivelled-up, yellow-red cheeks, not unlike one of 
her own apples that had been thrown aside as spoilt, 
turned and looked with kindly curiosity at the 
little girL 

"Might Mademoiselle wait there? Certainly. But 
she must not stand," and as she spoke she drew out 
a little stool, on which Sylvia was only too glad to 
seat herself, and feeling a little less anxious, she 
mustered courage to ask the old woman if every one 
came out at this door. 

"To go where?" inquired the old woman, and 
when Sylvia mentioned the name of the hotel and 
the street where they were staying, "Ah, yes!" 
said her informant; "Mademoiselle might be quite 
satisfied. It was quite sure Madame, her mother, 
would come out by that entrance." 

"Not my mother," said Sylvia. "I have no 
mother. It is my grandmother." 

"The grandmother of Mademoiselle," repeated 
the old woman with increased interest. " Ah, yes I 
I too had once a granddaughter." 
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" Did she die ?" said Sylvia. 

" Poor angel, yes," replied the apple-seller ; " she 
went to the good God, and no doubt it is better. 
She was orphan, Mademoiselle, and I was obliged to 
be out all day, and she would come too. And it is 
so cold in Paris, the winter. She got a bad bronchitis 
and she died, and her old grandmother is now alone." 

" I am so sorry," said Sylvia. And her thoughts 
went off to her own grandmother, and Molly, and all 
of them, with fresh sympathy for the anxiety they 
must be suffering. She leant back on the wall 
against which the old woman had placed the stool, 
feeling very depressed and weary — so weary that 
she did not feel able to do anything but sit still, 
which no doubt from every point of view was the 
best thing she could do, though but for her wearied- 
ness she would have felt much inclined to rush off 
again to look for them, thus decidedly decreasing 
her chance of finding them. 

"Mademoiselle is tired," said the old woman, 
kindly. "She need not be afraid. The ladies are 
sure to come out here. I will watch well those who 
pass. A little demoiselle dressed like Mademoiselle ? 
One could not mistake. Mademoiselle may feel 
satisfied." 
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Somehow the commonplace, kindly words did 
make Sylvia feel less anxious. And she was very 
tired. Not so much with running about the Louvre ; 
that, in reality, had not occupied more than three 
quarters of an hour, but with the fright and excite- 
ment, and the excitement of a different kind too, that 
she had had the last few days, poor little Sylvia was 
really quite tired out. 

She laid her head down on the edge of the table 
on which the apples were spread out, hardly taking 
in the sense of what the old woman was saying — 
that in half-an-hour at most Mademoiselle would 
find her friends, for then the doors would be closed, 
and every one would be obliged to leave the palace. 
She felt satisfied that the old woman would be on 
the look-out for the little party she had described to 
her, and she thought vaguely that she would ask 
grandmother to give her a sixpence or a shilling— no, 
not a sixpence or a shilling, — she was in France, not 
in England — ^what should she say ? A franc — half a 
franc — ^how much was equal to a sixpence or a 
shilling ? She thought it over mistily for a moment 
or two, and then thought no more about it — she had 
fallen fast asleep ! 

But how was this ? She had fallen asleep with 
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her head on the apple-woman's stall ; when she looked 
round her again where was she ? For a minute or 
two she did not in the least recognise the room — ^then 
it suddenly flashed upon her she was in the Salle 
Henri IL, the room where poor Henry the Fourth 
was killed ! But how changed it was — ^the pictures 
were all gone, the walls were hung with the tapestry 
she had wished she could see there, and the room was 
but dimly lighted by a lamp hanging from the centre 
of the root Sylvia did not feel in any way surprised 
at the transformation — ^but she looked about her with 
great interest and curiosity. Suddenly a slight 
feeling of fear came over her, when in one comer she 
saw the hangings move, and from behind the tapestry 
a hand, a very long white hand, appear. Whose 
could it be ? Sylvia's fear increased to terror when 
it suddenly struck her that this must be the night 
of the 14th of May, the night on which Henry of 
Navarre was to be killed. She gave a scream of 
terror, or what she fancied a scream; in reality it was 
the faintest of muffled sounds, like the tiny squeal of 
a distressed mouse, which seemed to startle the owner 
of the hand into quicker measures. He threw back 
the hangings and came towards Sylvia, addressing 
her distinctly. The voice was so kind that her 
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courage returned, and she looked up at the new 
comer. His face was pale and somewhat worn- 
looking, the eyes were bright and sparkling, and 
benevolent in expression ; his tall figure was curiously 
dressed in a fashion which yet did not seem quite 
unfamiliar to the little girl — a sort of doublet or 
jacket of rich crimson velvet, with lace at the collar 
and cuffs, short trousers fastened in at the knees, 
"very like Ealph's knickerbockers," said Sylvia to 
herself, long pointed-toed shoes, like canoes, and on 
the head a little cap edged with gold, half coronet, 
half smoking cap, it seemed to her. Where had she 
ever seen this old-world figure before ? She gazed at 
him in perplexity. 

"Why are you so frightened. Mademoiselle?" 
said the stranger, and curiously enough his voice 
sounded very like that of the most amiable of her 
cocked-hat friends. 

Sylvia hesitated. 

^'I don't think I am frightened," she said, and 
though she spoke English and the stranger had 
addressed her in French, he seemed quite to imder- 
stand her. '* I am only tired, and there was some- 
thing the matter. I can't remember what it was." 

" I know," replied her visitor. " You can't find 
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Molly and the others. Never mind. If you come 
with me I'll take you to them. I know all the ins 
and outs of the palace. I have lived here so long, 
you see/' 

He held out his hand, but Sylvia hesitated. 
" Who are you V she said. 

A curious smile flickered over the face before 
her. 

" Don't you know ?" he said. ** I am surprised at 
that I thought you knew me quite well." 

"Are you?" said Sylvia — "yes, I am sure you 
must be one of the pictures in the long gallery. I 
remember looking at you this afternoon. How did 
you get down ?*' 

"No," said the stranger, "Mademoiselle is not 
quite right How could there be two 'tout k fait 
pareils'?" and again his voice sounded exactly like 
that of the cocked-hat who would not understand 
when she had asked him if he had seen Molly. Yet 
she still felt sure he was mistaken, he must be the 
picture she remembered. 

" It is very queer," she said. " If you are not the 
picture, who are you then?" 

"I pass my time," said the figure, somewhat 
irrelevantly, " between this room, where I was kiUed, 
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and the ' Salle des Caryatides/ where I was married. 
On the whole I prefer this room." 

"Are you — can you be — Henry the Fourth?" 
exclaimed Sylvia. " Oh ! poor Henry the Fourth, I 
am so afraid of them coming to kill you again. Gome, 
let us run quick to the old apple-woman, she will 
take care of you till we find grandmother." 

She in turn held out her hand. The king took it 
and held it a moment in his, and a sad, very sad 
smile overspread his face. 

"Alas!" he said, "I cannot leave the palaca I 
have no little grand-daughter like Mademoiselle. I 
am alone, always alone. Farewell, my little de- 
moiselle. Les voilJi qui viennent" 

The last words he seemed to speak right into her 
ears, so clear and loud they sounded. Sylvia started 
— opened her eyes — ^no, there was no king to be seen, 
only the apple-woman, who had been gently shaking 
her awake, and who now stood pointing out to her a 
little group of four people hurrying towards them, of 
whom the foremost, hurrying the fastest of aU, was a 
fair-haired little girl with a cream-coloured felt hat 
and feathers, who, sobbing, threw herself into Sylvia's 
arms, and hugged and hugged as if she never would 
let go. 
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*' Oh, Sylvia, oh, mydarling!" she cried. "I thought 
you were lost for alwaya Oh, I have been so fright- 
ened — ohy we have all been so frightened I thought 
perhaps they had taken you away to one of the places 
where the tops of the beds come down, or to that 
other place on the river, the Morgue, where they 
drown people, only I didn't say so, not to frighten 
poor grandmother worse. Ob, grandmother dear, 
aren't you glad she's found ?" 

Sylvia was crying too by this time, and the old 
apple-woman was wiping her eyes with a corner of 
her apron. You may be sure grandmother gave her 
a present. I rather think it was of a five-franc 
piece, which was very extravagant of grandmother, 
wasn't it ? 

They had been of course hunting for Sylvia, as 
people always do for anything that is lost, firom a 
little girl to a button-hook, "before they find it, in 
every place but the right one. I think it was grand- 
mother's bright idea at last to make their way to the 
entrance and wait there. There had been quite a 
commotion among the cocked-hats who had not seen 
Sylvia, only unfortunately they had not managed to 
communicate with the cocked-hats who had seen 
her, and they had shown the greatest zeal in trying 
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to "match " the little girl in the cream-coloured hat, 
held out to them as a pattern by the brisk old lady 
in black, who spoke such beautiful French, that they 
"demanded themselves" seriously' if the somewhat 
eccentric behaviour of the party could be explained, 
as all eccentricities should of course always be ex- 
plained, by the fact of their being English ! Aunty's 
distress had been great, and she had not '' kept her 
head" as well as grandmother, whose energies had a 
happy knack of always rising to the occasion. 

"What vrUl Walter think of us," said aunty 
piteously, referring to the children's father, "if we 
begin by losing one of them ?" And she unmerci- 
fully snubbed Ealph's not unreasonable suggestion 
of "detectives;" he had always heard the French 
police system was so excellent. 

Ealph had been as unhappy as any of them, 
especially as grandmother had strenuously forbidden 
his attempting to mend matters by "threading his 
way in and out," and getting lost himself in the 
process. And yet when they were all comfortably 
at the hotel again, their troubles forgotten, and Sylvia 
had time to relate her remarkable dream, he teased 
her unmercifully the whole evening about her de- 
scription of the personal appearance of Henry the 
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FourtL He was, according to Ealph, neither tall 
nor pale, and he certainly could not have had long 
thin hands, nor did people — ^kings, that is to say, at 
that date — wear lace ruffles or pointed shoes. Had 
Molly not known, for a fact, that all their lesson 
books were unget-at-ably packed up, she would 
certainly have suspected Balph of a sly peep at Mrs. 
Markham, just on purpose "to set Sylvia down." 
But failing this weapon, her defence of Sylvia was, 
it must be confessed, somewhat illogical 

She didn't care, she declared, whether Henry the 

Fourth was big or little, or how he was dressed. It 

. was very clever of Sylvia to dream such a nice dream 

about real history things, and Ealph couldn't dream 

such a dream if he tried ever so hard. 

Boys are aggravating creatures, are they not ? 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE SIX PINLESS BBOOCHES. 

** Theyhaye no school, no goyemess, and do just what they please, 
No little worries yez the birds that liye up in the trees.'* 

Ths Disoontbntsd Stablings. 

KoT many days after this thrilliiig adventure of 
"Sylvia's, the little party of travellers reached their 
destination, grandmother^s pretty house at Ghftlet. 
They were of course delighted to be there, every- 
thing was so bright, and fresh, and comfortable, and 
grandmother herself was glad to be again settled 
down at what to her now represented home. But 
yet^ at the bottom of their hearts, the children were 
a little sorry that the travelling was over. True, 
Molly declared that, though their passage across the 
Channel had really been a very good one as these 
dreadful experiences go, nothing would ever induce 
her to repeat the experiment; whatever came of it, 

E 
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there was no help for it, live and die in France, at 
least on this side of the water, she mmt 

"I am never going to marry, you know," she 
observed to Sylvia^ "so for that it doesn't matter, 
as of course I couldn't marry a Frenchman. But you 
will come over to see me sometimes and bring your 
children, and when I get very old, as I shall have no 
one to be kind to me you see, I daresay I shall 
get some one to let me be their concierge like the 
old woman in our lodge. I shall be very poor of 
course, but anything is better than crossing the sea 
again." 

It sounded very melancholy. Sylvia's mind 
misgave her that perhaps she should offer to stay 
with Molly " for always " on this side of the channel, 
but she did not feel quite sure about it. And the 
odd thing was that of them all Molly had most 
relished the travelling, and was most eager to set off 
again. She liked the fdss and bustle of it, she said ; 
she liked the feeling of not being obliged to do any 
special thing at any special hour, for regularity and 
method were sore crosses to Molly. 

"It is so nice," she said, "to feel when we get up 
in the morning that we shall be out of one bustle 
into another all day, and nobody to say * You will be 
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late for your musio^' or, 'Have you finished your 
geography, Molly ? ' " 

"Well," said Sylvia, "I am sure you haven't 
much of that kind of thing just now, Molly. We 
have far less lessons than we had at home. It is 
almost like holidays." 

This was quitO'true. It had been settled between 
grandmother and their father that for the first two 
or three months the children should not have many 
lessons. They had been working pretty hard for a 
year or two with a very good, but rather strict, 
governess, and Sylvia, at no time exceedingly strong, 
had begun to look a little fagged. 

" They will have plenty to use their brains upon 
at first," said their father. " The novelty of every- 
thing, the different manners and customs, and the 
complete change of life, all that will be enough to 
occupy and interest them, and I don't want to over- 
work them. Let them run wild for a little." 

It sounded very reasonable, but grandmother had 
her doubts about it all the sama "Eunning wild" 
in her experience had never tended to making little 
people happier or more contented. 

" They are always better and more able to enjoy 
play-time when they feel that they have done some 
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work well and thoroughly/' she said to aunty. 
*' However, we must wait a Uttle. If I am not much 
mistaken, the children themselves will be the first 
to tire of being too much at their own disposal" 

For a few weeks it seemed as if Mr. Heriott had 
been right The children were so interested and 
amused by all they saw that it really seemed as if 
there would not be room in their minds for anything 
else. Every time they went out a walk they 
returned, Molly especially, in raptures with some 
new marvel The bullocks who drew the carts, soft- 
eyed, climisy creatures, looking, she declared, so 
"sweet and patient;" the endless varieties of 
" sisters," with the wonderful diversity of caps ; the 
chatter, and bustle, and clatter on the market-days ; 
the queer, quaint figures that passed their gates on 
horse and pony back, jogging along with their butter 
and cheese and eggs from the mountain farms — all 
and everything was interesting and marvellous and 
entertaining to the last degree. 

" I don't know how other children find time to do 
lessons here," she said to Sylvia one day. "It is 
quite difficult to remember just practising and 
French, and think what lots of other lessons we did 
at home, and we seemed to have much more time." 
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"Yes," said Sylvia, "and do you know, Molly, I 
think I liked it better. Just now at the end of the 
day I never feel as if I had done anything nicely 
and settledly, and I think Ealph feels so too. He 
is going to school regularly next month, every day. 
I wish we were too.** 

*' J don't," said Molly, "and it will be very horrid 
of you, Sylvia, if you go putting anything like that 
into grandmother's head. There now, she is calling 
us, and I am not nearly ready. Where are my 
gloves? Oh, I cannot find them." 

"What did you do with them yesterday when 
you came in?" said Sylvia. "You ran down to the 
lodge to see t\e soldiers passing ; don't you remem- 
ber, just when you had haK taken off your things ?" 

" Oh yes, and I believe I left them in my other 
jacket pocket Yes, here they are. There is grand- 
mother calling again. Do run, Sylvia, and tell her 
I'm just coming." 

Molly was going out alone with grandmother to- 
day, and having known all the morning at what 
time she was to be ready, there was no excuse for 
her tardiness. 

" My dear chUd," said grandmother, who, tired of 
waiting, just then made her appearance in their 
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room^ "what have you been doing? And you don't 
look half dressed now. See, your collar is tumbling 
oflF. I must really tell Marcelline never to let you 
go out without looking you all over." 

" It wasn't Marcelline's fault, grandmother dear," 
said Molly. "I'm so sorry. I dressed in such a 
hurry." 

" And why in such a hiirry V asked grandmother. 
" This is not a day on which you have any lessons." 

" No-o," began Molly ; but a new thought struck 
grandmother. " Oh, by the by, children, where are 
your letters for your father? I told you I should 
take them to the post myself, you remember, as I 
wasn't sure how many stamps to put on for Cairo." 

Sylvia looked at Molly, Molly looked at Sylvia. 
Neither dared look at grandmother. Both grew very 
red. At last, 

" I am 80 sorry, grandmother dear." 

** I am 50 sorry, dear grandmother." 

"We are both so sorry ; we quite forgot we were 
to write them this morning." 

Grandmother looked at them both with a some- 
what curious expression. 

"You both forgot?" she said. "Have you so 
much to do, my dear little girls, that you haven't 
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room in your minds to remember even this one 
thing r 

" Ko^ grandmother, it isn't that. I should have 
remembered," said Sylvia in a low voice. 

" I don't know, grandmother dear," replied Molly, 
briskly. "My mind does seem very fulL I don't 
know how it is, Pm sure." 

Grandmother quietly opened a drawer in a chest 
of drawers near to which she was standing. It was 
very neat. The different articles it contained were 
arranged in little heaps; there were a good many 
things in it — gloves, scarfs, handkerchiefs, ribbons, 
collars, but there seemed plenty of room for alL 

"Whose drawer is this?" she asked. 

" Mine," said Sylvia. 

** Sylvia's," answered Molly in the same breath, 
but growing very red as she saw grandmother's hand 
and eyes turning in the direction of the neighbour 
drawer to the one she had opened. 

" I am so sorry, grandmother dear," she exclaimed ; 
"I wish you wouldn't look at mine to-day. I was 
going to put it tidy, but I hadn't time." 

It was too late. Grandmother had already opened 
the drawer. Ah, dear I what a revelation I Gloves, 
handkerchiefisi, scarfs, ribbons, collars; coUarSi 



56 " QRANDMOTEEE DEART 

ribbons, scarfs, handkerchiefs, gloves, in a sort of 
pot-pourri all together, or as if waiting to be beaten 
up into some wonderful new kind of pudding! 
MoUy grew redder and redder. 

"Dear me!" said grandmother. "This is your 
drawer, I suppose, Molly. How is it it is so much 
smaller than Sylvia's ?" 

**It isn't, grandmother dear,** said MoUy, rather 
surprised at the turn of the conversation. "It is 
just the same size exactly.'' 

" Then how is it you have so many more things 
to keep in it than Sylvia ?* 

" I haven't, grandmother dear," said Molly. " We 
have just exactly the same of everything." 

" And yet yours looks crowded to the last degree 
— far too full — and in hers there seems plenty of 
room for everything." 

" Because, grandmother dear," said Molly, opening 
wide her eyes, " hers is neat and mine isn't." 

"Ah," said grandmother. "See what comes of 
order. Suppose you try a little of it with that mind 
of yours, MoUy, which you say seems always too 
fiilL Do you know I strongly suspect that if every- 
thing in it were very neatly arranged, you would 
jSnd a very great deal of room in it ; you would be 
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surprised to find how little, not how much, it 
contains." 

" Would I, grandmother dear?" said Molly, 
looking rather mystified. "I don't quite under- 
stand." 

'* Think about it a little, and then I fancy you 
will understand," said grandmother. "But we really 
must go now, or I shall be too late for what I wanted 
to do. There is that collar of yours loose again, 
MoUy. A little brooch would be the proper thing 
to fasten it with. You have several." 

Poor Molly — ^her unlucky star was in the ascen- 
dant this afternoon surely! She grew very red 
again, as she answered confusedly, 

" Yes, grandmother dear." 

" Well then, quick, my dear. Put on the brooch 
with the bit of coral in the middle, like the one that 
Sylvia has on now." 

'* Please, grandmother dear, that one's pin's 
broken." 

"The pin's broken 1 Ah, well, we'll take it to 
have it mended then. Where is it, my dear? Give 
it to me." 

Molly opened the unlucky drawer, and after a 
minute or two's fumbling extracted from its depths 
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a little brooch which she handed to grandmother. 
Grandmother looked at it. 

"This is not the one, Molly. This is the one 
Aunty sent you on your last birthday, with the little 
turquoises round it" 

Molly turned quickly. 

" Oh yes. It isn't the coral one. It must be in 
the drawer." 

Another rummage brought forth the coral ona 

" But the turquoise one has no pin either !*' 

" No, grandmother dear. It broke last week." 

" Then it too must go to be mended," said grand- 
mother with decision. " See, here is another one that 
will do for to-day." 

She, in turn, drew forth another broocL A little 
silver one this time, in the shape of a bird flying. 
But as she was handing it to Molly, " Why, this one 
also has no pin !" she exclaimed. 

"No, grandmother dear. I broke it the day 
before yesterday." 

Grandmother laid the three brooches down in arow. 

**How many brooches in all have you, MoUy?" 
she said. 

" Six, grandmother dear. They are just the same 
as Sylvia has. We have each six." 
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*' And where are the three others ?" 

Molly opened a little box that stood on the top of 
the chest of drawers. 

" The/re here," she said, and so they were, poor 
things. A little mosaic brooch set in silver, a mother- 
of-pearl with steel border, and a tortoise-shell one in 
the shape of a crescent ; these made up her posses- 
sions, 

" I meant," she added naively, " I meant to have 
put them all in this box as I broke them, but I left 
the coral one, and the turquoise one, and the bird in 
the drawer by mistake." 

'^As you broke themV* repeated grandmother. 
" How many are broken then ?" 

" All," said Molly. * I mean the pins are." 

It was quite true. There lay the six brooches — 
brooches indeed no longer — for not a pin was there to 
boast of among them ! 

"Six pinless brooches!" said grandmother drily, 
taking them up one after another. "Six pinless 
brooches — ^the property of one careless little girl. 
Little girls are changed from the days when I was 
young! I shall take these six brooches to be 
mended at once, Molly, but what I shall do with them 
when they are mended I cannot as yet say." 
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She put them all in the little box from which 
three of them had been taken, and with it in her 
hand went quietly out of the room. Molly, by this 
time almost in tears, remained behind for a moment 
to whisper to Sylvia^ 

" Is grandmother dreadfully angry, do you think, 
Sylvia ? I am so frightened. I wish I wasn't going 
out with her." 

"Then you should not have been so horribly 
careless. I never knew any one so careless,", said 
Sylvia, in rather a Job's comforter tone of voice. 
"Of course you must tell grandmother how sorry 
you are, and how ashamed of yourself, and ask her to 
forgive you." 

" Grandmother dear," said Molly, her irrepressible 
spirits rising agaia when she found herself out in the 
pleasant fresh air, sitting opposite grandmother in the 
carriage, bowling along so smoothly — ^grandmother 
having made no further allusion to the unfortunate 
brooches — ^"Grandmother dear, I am so sorry and 
so ashamed of myself. Will you please forgive me ?" 

" And what then, my dear ?" said grandmother. 

" I will try to be careful ; indeed I wilL I will 
tell you how it is I break them so, grandmother dear. 
I am always in such a huny, and brooches are so 
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proyoking sometimes. They won't go in, and I give 
them a push, and then they just squock across in a 
moment." 

"They just whatf said grandmother. 

''Squock across, grandmother dear/' said Molly 
serenely. " It's a word of my own. I have a good 
many words of my own like that But I won't say 
them if you'd rather not. I've got a plan in my head 
— it's just come there— of teaching myself to be more 
careful with brooches, so please, grandmother dear, do 
try me again when the brooches are mended. Of 
course I'll pay them out of my own money." 

" Well, we'll see," said grandmother, as the carriage 
stopped at the jeweller's shop where the poor brooches 
were to be doctored. 

During the next two days there was a decided 
improvement in Molly. She spent a great part of 
them in putting her drawers and other possessions in 
order, and was actually discovered in a quiet comer 
mending a pair of gloves. She was not once late for 
breakfast or dinner, and, notwithstanding the want of 
the brooches, her collars retained their position with 
unusual docility. All these symptoms were not lost 
on grandmother, and to Molly's great satisfaction, on 
the evening of the third day she slipped into her 
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hand a little box which had just been left at the 
door. 

" The brooches, Molly," said grandmother. " They 
have cost just three francs. I think I may trust you 
with them, may I not ?" 

" Oh yes, grandmother dear, I'm sure you may," 
said Molly, radiant '' And do you know my drawers 
are just beatit\fvi. I wish you could see them." 

'' Never fear, my dear. I shall be sure to take a 
look at them some day soon. Shall I pay them an 
unexpected visit — eh, Molly?" 

" If you like," replied the little girl complacently. 
" IVe quite left off being careless and untidy ; it's 
so much nicer to be careful and neat Good-night, 
grandmother dear, and thank you so much for teach- 
ing me so nicely." 

" Good-night,grand-daughter dear. But remember, 
my little Molly, that Eome was not built in a day." 

" Of course not — ^how could a big town be built 
in a day? Grandmother dear, what funny things 
you do say," said Molly, opening wide her eyes. 

" The better to make you think, my dear" said 
grandmother, in a grufif voice that made Molly jump. 

"Oh dear I how you do frighten me when you 
speak like that, grandmother dear," she said in such 
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a piteous tone that they all burst out laughing at 
her. 

" My poor little girl, it is a shame to tease you," 
said grandmother, drawing her towards her. "To 
speak plainly, my dear, what I want you to remember 
is this : Faults are not cured, any more than big 
towns are built, in a day." 

"No, I know they are not. I'm not forgetting* 
that. Fve been making a lot of plans for making 
myself remember about being careful," said Molly, 
nodding her head sagaciously. " You'll see, grand- 
mother dear.** 

And off to bed she went. 

The children went out early the next morning for 
a long walk in the country. It was nearly luncheon 
time when they returned, and they were met in the 
hall by aunty, who told them to run upstairs and take 
off their things quickly, as a friend of their grand- 
mother's had come to spend the day with her. 

"And make yourselves neat, my dears," she said. 
" Miss Wren is a particular old lady." 

Sylvia was down in the drawing-room in five 
minutes, hair brushed, hands washed, collar straight. 
She went up to Miss Wren to be introduced to her, 
and then sat down in a comer by the window with 
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a book Miss Wren was very dea^ and her deafness 
had the effect^ as she conid not in the least hear her 
own voice, of making her shout out her observations 
in a very loud tone, sometimes rather embarrassing 
for those to whom they were addressed, or, still worse, 
for those concerning whom they were made. 

" Nice little girl," she remarked to grandmother, 
" very nice, pretty-behaved little girl Eather like 
poor Mary, is she not ? Not so pretty ! Dear me, 
what a pretty girl Mary was the first winter you 
were here, twelve, no, let me see, fourteen years ago ! 
Never could think what made her take a fancy to 
that solemn-looking husband of hers." 

Grandmother laid her hand wamingly on Miss 
Wren^s arm, and glanced in Sylvia's direction, and 
greatly to her relief just then, there came a diversion 
in the shape of Molly. Grandmother happened to 
be asked a question at this moment by a servant 
who just came into the room, and had therefore 
turned aside for an instant as Molly came up to 
speak to Miss Wren. Her attention was quickly 
caught again, however, by the old lady's remarks, 
delivered as usual in a very loud voica 

"How do you do, my dear? And what is your 
name? Dear me, is this a new fashion? Laura," 
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to aunty, who was writing a note at the side-table 
and had not noticed Molly's entrance, "Laura, my 
dear, I wonder your mother allows the child to wear 
so much jewellery. In my young days such a thing 
was never heard of." 

Aunty got up from her writing at this, and grand- 
mother turned round quickly. What could Miss 
Wren be talking about ? Was her sight, as well as 
her hearing, failing her? Was grandmother's own 
sight, hitherto quite to be depended upon, playing 
her some queer trick ? There stood Molly, serene as 
usual, with — ^it took grandmother quite a little while 
to count them — one, two, three, yes, six brooches 
fastened on to the front of her dress I All the six 
invalid brooches, just restored to health, that is to 
say pins, were there in their glory. The turquoise 
one in the middle, the coral and the tortoise-shell 
ones at each side of it, the three others, the silver 
bird, the mosaic and the mother-of-pearl arranged in 
a half-moon below them, in the front of the child's 
dress. They were placed with the greatest neatness 
and precision; it must have cost Molly both time 
and trouble to put each in the right spot. 

Grandmother stared, aunty stared. Miss Wren 
looked at Molly curiously. 

F 
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"Odd little girl," she remarked, in what she 
honestly believed to be a perfectly inaudible whisper, 
to grandmother. " She is not so nice as the other, 
not so like poor Mary. But I wonder, my dear, I 
really do wonder at your allowing her to wear so 
much jewellery. In our young days " 

For once in her life grandmother was almost rude 
to Miss Wren. She interrupted her reminiscences 
of " our young days " by turning sharply to Molly. 

"Molly," she said, "go up to your room at once 
and take off that nonsense. What is the meaning of 
it ? Do you intend to make a joke of what you 
should be so ashamed of, your own carelessness?" 

Molly stared up in blank surprise and distress. 

"Grandmother dear," she said confusedly. "It 
was my plan. It was to make me carefuL" 

Grandmother felt much annoyed, and Moll/s 
seK-defence vexed her more. 

" Go up to your room," she repeated. " You have 
vexed me very much. Either you intend to make a 
joke of what I hoped would have been a lesson to 
you for all your life, or else, Molly, it is as if you had 
not all your wits. Go up to your room at once." 

Molly said no more. Never before had grand- 
mother and aunty looked at her "like that." She 
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turned and ran out of the room and up to her own, 
and throwing herself down on the bed burst into 
tears. 

I thought it was such a good plan," she sobbed, 
I wanted to please grandmother. And I do believe 
she thinks I meant to mock her. Oh dear I oh dear ! 
oh dear !" 

Downstairs the luncheon bell rang, and they all 
seated themselves at table, but no Molly appeared. 

"Shall I run up and tell her to come down?" 
suggested Sylvia, but "no," said grandmother, "it is 
better not." 

But grandmother's heart was sore. 

" I shall be so sorry if there is anything of sulki- 
ness or resentfulness in Molly," she said to herself. 
" What cotUd the child have had in her head?" 
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CHAPTER V. 

* 

molly's plan. 

. . . Such a plague every morning with buckling shoes, 
gartering, and combing." The Twin Biyals. 

Soon after luncheon Miss Wren took her departure. 
Nothing more was said about Molly before her, but 
on leaving she patted Sylvia approvingly on the 
back. 

" Nice little girl," she said. " Tour grandmother 
must bring you to see me some day. And your 
sister may come, too, if she leaves her brooches at 

home. Young people in my young days " 

• Aunty saw that Sylvia was growing very red, and 
looking as if she were on the point of saying some- 
thing ; Molly's queer behaviour had made her ner- 
vous : it would never do for Sylvia, too, to shock 
Miss Wren's notion of the proprieties by bursting out 
with some speech in Molly's defence. So aunty 
interrupted the old lady by some remark about her 



MOLLY'S PLAN. 69 



shawl not being thick enough for the drive, which 
quite distracted her attention. 

As soon as she had gone, grandmother sent Sylvia 
upstairs to look for Molly. Sylvia came back look- 
ing rather alarmed. No Molly was there. Where 
could she be ? Grandmother began to feel a little 
uneasy. 

" She is nowhere in the house," said Sylvia. 
" Marcelline says she saw her go out about half-an- 
hour ago. She is very fond of the little wood up the 
road, grandmother : shall I go and look for her there ?'* 

Grandmother glanced round. " Ealph," she said. 
' Oh, I forgot, he will not be home till four ;" for 
Ealph had begun going to school every day. " Laura," 
she went on, to aunty, * put on your hat and go with 
Sylvia to find the poor child." 

Sylvia's face brightened at this. '' Then you are 
not so vexed with MoUy now, grandmother," she 
said. " I know it seemed like mocking you, but I 
am sure she didn't mean it that way." 

"What did she mean, then, do you think?'* said 
grandmother. 

*'I don't quite know,'* said Sylvia. "It was a 
plan of her own, but it wasn't anything naughty or 
rude, I am sure." 



70 « GRANDMOTHER DEAR." 

Aunty and Sylvia went oflf to the little wood, as 
the children called it — ^in reality a very small planta- 
tion of young trees, where any one could be easily 
perceived, especially now when the leaves were few 
and far between. No, there was no Molly there. 
Hurriedly, aunty and Sylvia retraced their steps. 

" Let us go round by the lodge," said aunty — they 
had left the house by the back gate — " and see if old 
Marie knows anything of where she is." 

As they came near to the lodge they saw old 
Marie coming to meet them. 

"Is Mademoiselle looking for thelittle demoiselle?" 
she said with a smile. *' Yes, she is in my kitchen — 
she has been there for half-an-hour. Poor little 
lady, she was in trouble, and I tried to console her. 
But the dear ladies have not been anxious about her ? 
Ah yes ! But how sorry I am ! I knew it not, or I 
would have runup to teU Marcelline where she was." 

" Never mind, Marie," said aunty. " If we had 
jfcnown she was with you, we should have been quite 
satisfied. Eun in, Sylvia, and tell Molly to come 
back to the house to speak to your grandmother." 

Sylvia was starting forward, but Marie touched 
her arm. 

"A moment. Mademoiselle Sylvie," she said, — 
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Sylvia liked to be called " Mademoiselle Sylvie," it 
sounded so pretty — ^*'a moment. The little sister 
has fallen asleep. She was sitting by the fire, and 
she had been crying so hard, poor darling. Better 
not wake her all at once." 

She led the way into the cottage, and they fol- 
lowed her. There, as she had said, was Molly, fast 
asleep, half lying, half sitting, by the rough open fire- 
place, her head on a little wooden stool on which 
Marie had placed a cushion, her long fair hair falling 
over her face and shoulders — little sobs from time to 
time interrupting her soft, regular breathing. 

Sylvia's eyes filled with tears. 

" Poor Molly," she whispered to aunty, "she must 
have been crying so. And do you know, aunty, 
when Molly does cry and gets really unhappy, it is 
dreadful. She seems so careless, you know, but once 
she does care, she cares more than any one I know. 
And look, aunty." She pointed to a little parcel on 
the floor at Molly's side. A parcel very much done 
up with string, and an unnecessary amount of seal- 
ing-wax, and fastened to the parcel a little note 
addressed to "dear grandmother." 

"Shall I run with it to grandmother?'* said Sylvia ; 
and aunty nodding permission, oflF she set She had 
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not far to go. Coming down the gaiden-path she 
met grandmother, anxiously looking for news of 
Molly. 

" She's in old Marie's kitchen," said Sylvia, breath- 
lessly, "and she's fallen fast asleep. She'd been cry- 
ing so, old Marie said. And she had been writing 
this note for you, grandmother, and doing up this 
parcel" 

Without speaking, grandmother broke the very 
splotchy-looking red seal and read the note. 

" My dear, dear grandmother," it began, " Please 
do forgive me. I send you all my brooches. I don't 
deserve to keep them for vexing you so. Only I 
didn't, oh, indeed, I didn't mean to mock you, dear 
grandmother. It is that that I can't bear, that you 
should think so. It was a plan I had made to teach 
me to be careful, only I know it was silly — I am 
always thinking of silly things, but oh, helieoe me, I 
would not make a joke of your teaching me to be 
good. — ^Your own dearest Molly." 

" Poor little soul," said grandmother. " I wish 1 
had not been so hasty with her. It will be a lesson 
to me ;" and noticing that at this Sylvia looked up 
in surprise, she added, " Does it seem strange to you. 
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my little Sylvia, that an old woman like me should 
talk of having lessons ? It is true all the same — and 
I hope, do you know, dear ? — I hope that up to the 
very last of my life I shall have lessons to learn. Or 
rather I should say that I shall be able to learn them. 
That the lessons are there to be learnt, always and 
everywhere, we can never doubt." 

But," said Sylvia, and then she hesitated. 
'* But what, dear?" 
I can't quite say what I mean," said Sylvia.- 
But it is something like this — I thought the differ- 
ence between big people and children was that the 
big people had learnt their lessons, and that was why 
they could help us with ours. I know what kind of 
lessons you mean — not look ones — ^but being kind 
and good and all things like that." 

"Yes," said grandmother, *'but to these lessons 
there is no limit. The better we have learnt the 
early ones, the more clearly we see those stiU before 
us, like climbing up mountains and seeing the peaks 
still rising in front. And knowing and remembering 
the difficulties we had long ago when we first began 
climbing, we can help and advise the little ones who 
in their turn are at the outset of the journey. Only 
sometimes, as I did with poor Molly this morning, 
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we forget, we old people who have come such a long 
way, how hard the first climbing is, and how easily 
tired and discouraged the little tender feet get.** 

Grandmother gave a little sigh. 

" Dear grandmother," said Sylvia, " I am sure you 
don't forget. But those people who haven't learnt 
when they were little, they can't teach others, 
grandmother, when they don't know themselves ?" 

*'Ah, no," said grandmother. "And it is not 
many who have the power or the determination to 
learn to-day the lessons they neglected yesterday. 
We all feel that, Sylvia, all of us. Only in another 
way we may get good out of that too, by warning 
those who have still plenty of time for alL But let 
us see if Molly is awake yet." 

No, she was still fast asleep. But when grand- 
mother stooped over her and gently raised her head, 
which had slipped half off the stool, Molly opened 
her eyes, and gazed up at grandmother in bewilder- 
ment. For a moment or two she could not remember 
where she was ; then it gradually came back to her. 

" Grandmother, will you forgive me ?" she said. 
"I wrote a note, where is it?" — she looked about 
for it on the floor. 

"I have got it, Molly," said grandmother. "For- 
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give you, dear ? of course I will if there is aDything 
to forgive. But tell me now what was in your mind, 
Molly ? What was the * plan ' ? " 

" I thought," said MoUy, sitting up and shaking 
her hair out of her eyes, "I thought, grandmother 
dear, that it would teach me to be careful and neat 
and not hurried in dressing if I wore all my brooches 
every day for a good while — a month perhaps. For 
you know it is very difl&cult to put brooches in quite 
straight and neat, not to break the pins. It has 
always been such a trouble to me not to stick them 
in, in a hurry, any how, and that was how I broke 
so many. But TU do just as you like about them. 
I'll leave off wearing them at all if you would rather." 

She looked up in grandmother's face, her own 
looking so ,white, now that the flush of sleep had 
faded from it, and her poor eyelids so swollen, that 
grandmother's heart was quite touched. 

" My poor little Molly," she said. " I don't think 
that will be necessary. I am sure you will try to be 
careful. But the next time you make a plan for 
teaching yourself any good habit, talk it over with 
me first, will you, dear?" 

Molly threw her arms round grandmother's neck 
and hugged her, and old Marie looked quite pleased 
to see that all was sunshine again. 
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Just as they were leaving the cottage she came 
forward with a basketful of lovely apples. 

"They came only this morning, Madame," she 
said to grandmother. " Might she send them up to the 
house ? The little young ladies would find them good." 

Grandmother smiled. 

"Thank you, Marie," she said. ' "Are they the 
apples ? oh, yes, of course. I see they are. Is there 
a good crop this year ?" 

"Ah, yes, they seem always good now. The 
storms are past, it seems to me, Madame, both for 
me and my trea But a few years now and they 
will be indeed all over for me. Tis to-morrow my 
fSte day, Madame ; that was why they sent the 
apples. They are very good to remember the old 
woman — my grand-nephews — I shall to-morrow be 
seventy-five, Madame." 

"Seventy-five!" repeated grandmother. ''Ah, 
weU, Marie, I am not so very far behind you, though 
it seems as if I were growing younger lately — does it 
not? — ^with my little girls and my boy beside me. 
You must come up to see us to-morrow that we may 
give you our good wishes. Thank you for the 
beautiful apples. Some day you must tell the 
children the history of your apple-tree, Marie." 
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Marie's old face got quite red with pleasure. 
"Ah, but Madame is too kind," she said. **A stupid 
old woman like me to be asked to teU her little stories 
— ^but we shall see — some day, perhaps. So that the 
apples taste good, old Marie will be pleased indeed." 

"What is the story of Marie's apple-tree, grand- 
mother?" said Sylvia^ as they walked back to the 
house. 

"She must tell you herself," said grandmother. 
" She will be coming up to-morrow morning to see 
us, as it is her birthday, and you must ask her about 
it. Poor old Maria" 

" Has she been a long time with you, grandmother 
dear?" said Molly. 

"Twelve or thirteen years, soon after we first 
came here. She was in great trouble then, poor 
thing; but she will tell you all about it. She is 
getting old, you see, and old people are always fond 
of talking, they say — like your poor old grandmother 
— eh, MoUy?" 

^Grandmother,^' said Molly, flying at her and 
hugging her, for by this time they were in the 
drawing-room again, and Molly's spirits had quite 
revived. 

The apples turned out very good indeed. Even 
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Balph, who, since he had been in France, had grown 
so exceedingly "John Bull/' that he could hardly 
be persuaded to praise anything not English, con- 
descended to commend them. 

"No wonder they're good," said Molly, as she 
handed him his second one, "they're fairy apples 

« 

I'm sure," and she nodded her head mysteriously. 

" Fairy rubbish," said Balph, taking a good bite 
of the apple's rosy cheek. 

"Well, they're something like thal^ any way," 
persisted Molly. " Grandmother said so." 

"/ said so! My dear! I think your ears have 
deceived you." 

"Well, grandmother dear, I know you didn't 
exactly say so, but what you said made me think 
so," explained MoUy. 

"Not quite the same thing," said grandmother. 
" You shaU hear to-morrow all there is to teU — a 
veiy simple little story. How did you get on at 
school, to-day, Ealph ?" 

" Oh, right enough," said EalpL ** Some of the 
feUows are nice enough. But some of them are 
awful cads. There's one — he's about thirteen, a 
year or so younger than I — ^his name's Prosper some- 
thing or other — I actually met him out of school 
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in the street, carrying a bundle of wood I A boy 
that sits next me in the class !" he added, with con- 
siderable disgust. 

Is he a poor boy?" asked Sylvia. 
No — at least not what you'd call a poor boy. 
None of them are that. But he got precious red, I 
can tell you, when he saw me — just like a cad." 

" Is he a naughty boy ? Does he not do his 
lessons well?'* asked grandmother. 

" Oh I daresay he does ; he is not an ill-natured 
fellow. It was only so like a cad to go carrying 
wood about like that," said Ealph. 

"Ealph," said grandmother suddenly. "You 
never saw your uncle Jack, of course ; has your 
father ever told you about him?" 

Ealph's face lighted up. "Uncle Jack who was 
kiUed in the Crimea?" he said, lowering his voice a 
little. " Yes, papa has told me how brave he was." 

" Brave, and gentle, and good," said grandmother, 
softly. " Some day, Ealph, I will read you a little 
adventure of his. He wrote it out to please me not 
long before his death. I meant to have sent it to 
one of the magazines for boys, but somehow I have 
never done so.'* 

"What is it about, grandmother? What is it 
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called?" asked the children all together, Molly 
adding, ecstatically clasping her hands. "If you tell 
us stories, grandmother, it'll be perfect" 

"What is the little stoiy about?" repeated grand- 
mother. " I can hardly tell you what it is about, 
without telling the whole. The name of it — the 
name your uncle gave to it, was 'That Cad Sawyer."* 

Balph said nothing, but somehow he had a con- 
sciousness that grandmother did not agree with him 
that carrying a bundle of wood through the streets 
proved that " a fellow " must certainly be a cad. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

THE APPLE-TBEE OF STISfANOS. 

" And age recounts the feats of youth. " 

Thomson. 

"I WAS the only daughter among nine children," 
began old Marie, when the girls and Balph had made 
her sit down in their own parlour, and they had all 
drunk her "good health and many happy returns" 
in raspberry vinegar and water, and then teased her 
till she consented to tell them her story. "That is 
to say, my little young ladies and young Monsieur, 
I had eight brothers. Not all my own brothers : my 
father had married twice, you see. And always when 
the babies came they wanted a little girl, for in the 
family of my grandfather too, there were but three 
boys, my father and his two brothers, and never a 
sister. And so one can imagine how I was fSted 
when I came, and of all none was so pleased as the 
old * bon papa,' my father's father. He was already 
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very old : in our family we have been prudent and 
not married boy and girl, as so many do now^ and 
wish often they could undo it again. Before he had 
married he had saved and laid by, and for his sons 
there was something for each when they too started 
in life. For my father there was the cottage and the 
little farm at St^fanos." 

" Where is St^fanos, Marie ?" interrupted Ealph. 

" Not so far, my little Monsieur ; nine kilometres 
perhaps from ChSlet" 

" Nine kilometres ; between five and six miles ? we 
must have passed it when we were driving," said Ealph. 

" Without doubt," replied Marie. " Well, as I was 
saying, my father had the paternal house at St^fanos 
for his when he married, and my uncles went to the 
towns and did for themselves with their portions. 
And the bon papa came, of course, to live with us. 
He was a kind old man — I remember him well — and 
he must have had need of patience in a household of 
eight noisy boys. They were the talk of the country, 
such fine men, and I, when I came, was such a tiny 
little thing, you would hardly believe there could be 
a child so small! And yet there was great joy. 
*We have a girl at last,' they all cried, and as for 
the bon papa he knew not what to do for pleasure. 
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'''I shall have a little grand-daughter to lead me 
about when my sight is gone, I shall live the longer 
for this gift of thine/ he said to my mother, whom 
he was veiy fond of She was a good daughter-in- 
law to him. She shall be called ' Marie, shall she 
not? The first girl, and so long looked for. And, 
Eulalie,' he told my mother, 'this day, the day of 
her birth, I shall plant an apple-tree, a seedling of 
the best stock, a ' reinette,' in the best corner of the 
orchard, and it shall be her tree. They shall grow 
together, and to both we will give the best care, and 
as the one prospers the other will prosper, and when 
trouble comes to the one, the other will droop and 
fade till again the storms have passed away. The 
tree shall be called ' le pommier de la petite.' " 

" My mother smiled ; she thought it the fancy of 
the old man, but she was pleased he should so occupy 
himself with the little baby girL And he did as he 
said : that very day he planted the apple-tree in the 
sunniest comer of the orchard. And he gave it the 
best of his care ; it was watered in dry weather, the 
earth about its roots was kept loose, and enriched 
with careful manuring ; no grass or weeds were 
allowed to cling about it, never was an apple-tree 
better tended." 
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Marie paused. " It is not always those that get 
the most care that do the best in this world," she 
said, with a sigL There was my Louis, our eldest, 
I thought nothing of the others compared with him ! 
and he ran away to sea and nearly broke my heart." 

"Did he ever come back again?" asked the child- 
ren. Old Marie shook her head. 

"Never," she said. "But I got a letter that he 
had got the cur^ somewhere in the Am^rique du sud — 
I know not where, I have not learnt all about the 
geography like these little young ladies — ^to write for 
him, before he died of the yellow fever. And he 
asked me to forgive him all the sorrows he had 
caused me : it was a good letter, and it consoled me 
much. That was a long time ago ; my Louis would 
have been in the fifties by now, and my other 
children were obedient. The good God sends us 
comfort." 

"And about the apple-tree, teU us more, Marie,** 
said Molly. " Did it do well ?" 

"Indeed yes. Mademoiselle can judge, are not 
the apples good ? Ah, yes, it did well, it grew and it 
grew, and the first walk I could take with the hand 
of the bon papa was to the apple-tree. And the first 
words I could say were *Mi pommier k Malie.* 
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Before many years there were apples, not so fine at 
the first, of course, but every year they grew finer and 
finer, and always they were for me. What we did 
not eat were sold, and the money given to me to keep 
for the Carnival, when the bon papa would take me 
to the town to see the sights." 

•'And did you grow finer and finer too, Marie?" 
said Sylvia. 

Marie smiled. 

" I grew strong and tall. Mademoiselle," she said. 
" As for more than that it is not for me to say. But 
they all thought so, the father and mother and the 
eight brothers, and the bon papa, of course, most of 
aU. And so you see, Mademoiselle, the end was I 
got spoilt." 

" But the apple-tree didn't ?" 

** No, the apple-tree did its work welL Only I was 
forgetting to tell you there came a bad year. Every- 
thing was bad— the cows died, the harvest was poor, 
the fruit failed. To the Itist, the bon papa hoped 
that * le pommier de la petite ' would do well, though 
nothing else did, but it was not so. There was a 
good show of blossom, but when it came to the 
apples, every one was blighted. And the strange 
thing was, my little young ladies and little Monsieur, 
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that that was the year the small-pox came — ah, it 
was a dreadful year ! — and we all caught it." 

''Alir exclaimed Sylvia. 

"Yes, indeed, Mademoiselle — all the seven, that 
is to say, that were at home. I cannot remember it 
well — I was myself too ill, but we all had it. I was 
the worst, and they thought I would die. It was not 
the disease itself but the weakness after that nearly 
killed me. And the poor bon papa would shake his 
head and say he might have known what was coming, 
by the apple-tree. And my mother would console 
him — she, poor thing, who so much needed consoling 
herself — ^by saying, ' Come, now, bon papa, the apple- 
tree Uves stiU, and doubtless by next year it will 
again be covered with beautiful fruit. Let us hope 
well that our little one will also recover.' And little 
by little I began to mend — the mother's words came 
true — by the spring time I was as well as ever 
again, and the six brothers too. All of us recovered ; 
we were strong, you see, very strong. And after that 
I grew so fast — soon I seemed quite a young woman." 

"And did the smaU-pox not spoil your beauty, 
Marie?" inquired Sylvia with some little 'hesitation- 
It was impossible to tell from the old woman's face 
now whether the terrible visitor had left its traces 
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or not; she was so brown and weather worn — her 
skin so dried and wrinkled — only the eyes were still 
fine, dark, bright and keen, yet with the soft far- 
away look too, so beautiful in an old face. 

"No, Mademoiselle," Marie replied naively, 
" that was the curious part of it. There were some, 
my neighbour Didier for one, the son of the farmer 
Larreya *' 

"Why, Marie, that's your name," interrupted 
MoUy. "'Marie Larreya,' — I wrote it down the 
other day because I thought it such a funny name 
when grandmother told it me." 

"Well, well, Molly," said Sylvia, "there are 
often many people of the same name in a neighbour- 
hood. Do let Marie teU her own story." 

**As I was saying,** continued Marie, "many 
people said I had got prettier with being ilL I can't 
tell if it was true, but I was thankful not to be 
marked : you see the illness itself was not so bad 
with me as the weakness after. But I got quite 
well again, and that was the summer I was sixteen. 
My eldest brother was married that summer, — he 
was one of the two sons of my father's first marriage, 
and he had been away for already some time from 
the paternal housa He married a young girl from 
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OhSIet ; and ah, but we danced well at the marriage! 
I danced most of all the girls — there was my old 
friend Didier who wanted every dance, and glad 
enough I would have been to dance with him — so tall 
and straight he was — ^but for some new friends I made 
that day. They were the cousins of my brother's 
yoxmg wife — two of them from ChSlet, one a maid in 
a family from Paris, and with them there came a 
young man who was a servant in the same family. 
They were pleasant, good-natured girls, and for the 
young man, there was no harm in him ; but their talk 
quite turned my siUy head. They talked of Ch&let 
and how grandly the ladies there were dressed, and 
stiU more of Paris — ^the two who knew it — tiU I felt 
quite ashamed of being only a country girl, and the 
fSte-day costume I had put on in the morning so 
proudly, I wished I could tear off and dress like my 
new friends. And when Didier came again to ask 
me to dance, I pushed him away and told him he 
tired me asking me so often. Poor Didier! I 
remember so well how he looked — as if he could not 
understand me — like our great sheep-dog, that would 
stare up with his soft sad eyes if ever I spoke roughly 
to him ! 

" That day was the beginning of much trouble for 
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me. I got in the way of going to GhMet whenever I 
could get leave, to see my new MendSy who were 
always full of some plan to amuse themselves and 
me, and my home where I had been so happy I 
seemed no loi^ger to care for. I must have grieved 
them all, but I thought not of it — ^my head was quite 
turned. 

" One day I was setting ofif for Chfilet to spend 
the afternoon, when, just as I was leaving, the bon 
papa stopped me. 

" ' Here, my child,' he said, holding out to me an 
apple ; * this is the first of this season's on thy pom- 
mier. I gathered it this morning — see, it is quite 
ripe — it was on the sunny side. Take it ; thou mayest, 
perhaps, feel tired on the way.' 

" I took it carelessly. 

*' ' Thanks, bon papa,' I said, as I put it in my 
pocket. Bon papa looked at me sadly. 

** ' It is never now as it used to be,' he said. 'My 
Uttle girl has never a moment now to spare for the 
poor old man. And she would even wish to leave 
him for ever; for thou knowest well, my child, I 
could not live with the thought of thee so far away. 
When my little girl returned she would find no old 
grandfather, he would be lying in the cold churchyard.* 
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"The poor old man held out his arms to me, but 
I tamed away. I saw that his eyes were filled with 
tears — he was growing so feeble now — and I saw, 
too, that my mother, who was ironing at the table- 
work in which I could have helped her — stooped to 
wipe away a tear with the comer of her apron. But 
I did not care — my heart was hard,, my little young 
ladies and yoimg Monsieur — ^my heart was hard, and 
I would not listen to the voices that were speaking 
in my conscience. 

'' 'It is too bad,' I said, ' that the chances of one's 
life should be spoilt for such fancies;' and I went 
quickly out of the cottage and shut the door. But as 
I went I saw my poor bon papa lift his head, which 
he had bent down on his hands, and say to my 
mother, 

"'There will be no more apples this year on the 
pommier de la petite. Thou wilt see, my daughter, 
the fortune of the tree will leave it.' 

"I heard my mother say something meant to 
comfort him, but I only hurried away the faster. 

" What my grandfather meant about my wishing 
to leave him was this, — ^my new friends had put it 
in my head to ask my parents to consent to my going 
to Paris with the family in which the two that I 
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told you of were maid and valet. They had spoken 
of me to their lady ; she knew I had not much experi* 
ence, and had never left home. She did not care for 
that^ she said. She wanted a nice pretty girl to 
amuse her little boy and walk out with him. And 
of course the young man, the valet, told me he knew 
she could not find a girl so pretty as I anywhere ! I 
would find when I got to Paris, he said, how I would 
be admired, and then I would rejoice that I had not 
stayed in my stupid little village, where it mattered 
not if one had a pretty face or not. I had come home 
quite full of the idea — quite confident that, as I had 
always done exactly what I wished, I would meet 
with no difficulty. But to my astonishment, at the 
paternal house, one would not hear of such a thing I 

" ' To leave us — ^thou, our only girl — to go away to 
that great Paris, where one is so wicked — where none 
would guard thee or care for thee ? No, it is not to 
be thought of,' said my father with decision ; and 
though he was a quiet man who seldom interfered in 
the affairs of the house, I knew well that once that 
he had said a thing with decision, it was done with 
— it would be so. 

" And my mother said gently, 

" * How could'st thou ask such a thing, Marie V 
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''And the bon papa looked at me mth sad re- 
proach ; that was worse than alL 

'' So this day — ^the day that bon papa had given 
me the first apple of the season — I was to go to 
Chfilet to teU my friends it could not be. I felt very 
cross and angry all the way there. 

"'What have I done/ I said to myself, 'to be 
looked at as if I were wicked and ungrateful ? Why 
should my life be given up to the fancies of a foolish 
old man like bon papa?' 

" And when I got to ChSlet and told my friends 
it was not to be, their regret and their disappoint- 
ment made me still more displeased. 

" ' It is too much/ they all said, ' that you should 
be treated still like a b^b^ — ^you so tall and womanly 
that one might think you twenty.' 

'"And if I were thee, Marie/ said one, 'I would 
go all the sama They would soon forgive thee 
when they found how well things would go with 
thee at Paris. How much money thou wouldst gain !' 

" ' But how could I go ?' I asked. 

" Then they all talked together and made a plan. 
The family was to leave Chftlet the beginning of the 
week following, sooner than they had expected. I 
should ask leave from my mother to come again to 
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say good-bye the same morning that they were to 
start, and instead of returning to St^fanos I should 
start with them for Paris. I had already seen the 
lady, a young creature who, pleased with my appear- 
ance, concerned herself little about anything else, 
and my friends would tell her I had accepted her 
offer. And for my clothes, I was to pack them up 
the evening before, and carry the parcel to a point on 
the road where the young man would meet me. 
They would not be many, for my pretty fSte 
costumes, the dress of the country, which were my 
best possessions, would be of no use in Paris. 

"'And once there,' said my friend, 'we will dress 
thee as thou should'st be dressed. For the journey 
I can lend thee a hat. Thou could'st not travel with 
that ridiculous foulard on thy head, hiding all thy 
pretty hair.' 

"I remember there was a looking-glass in the 
room, and as Odette — ^that was the girl's name — said 
this, I glanced at myself My poor foulard, I had 
thought it so pretty. It had been the * nouvel an ' 
of the bon papa! But I would not listen to the 
voice of my heart. I set out on my return home 
quite determined to carry out my own way. 

" It was such a hot walk that day. How well I 
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Temember it! my little yonng ladies and little 
Monsieur, you would hardly believe how one can 
remember things of fifty years ago and more, as if 
they were yesterday when one is old as I am ! The 
weather had been very hot, and now the clouds 
looked black and threatening. 

"*We shall have thunder,* I said to myself, and 
I tried to walk faster, but I was tired, and oh, so hot 
and thirsty. I put my hand in my pocket and drew 
out the apple, which I had forgotten. How refresh- 
ing it was ! 

"'Poor bon papa/ I said to myself. 'I wish he 
would not be so exacting. I do not wish to make 
him unhappy, but what can I do ? One cannot be 
all one's life a little child.' 

" Still, softer thoughts were coming into my mind. 
I began to wish I had not given my decision, that I 
had said I would think it over. Paris was so far 
away ; at home they might all be dead before I could 
hear, the poor bon papa above all ; it was true he was 
getting very old. 

" Just then, at a turn in the road, I found myself 
in face of Didier, Didier Larreya. He was walking 
fast, his face looked stem and troubled. He stopped 
suddenly on seeing me; it was not often of late that 
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we had spoken to each other. He had not looked 
with favour on my new friends, who on their side 
had made fan of him (though I had noticed the day 
of the wedding that Odette had been very ready to 
dance with him whenever he had asked her), and 
I had said to my silly self that he was jealous. 
So just now I would have passed him, bat he 
stopped me. 

"*It is going to thunder, Marie,' he said. 'We 
shall have a terrible storm. I came to meet thee, 
to tell thee to shelter at our house; I told thy 
mother I would do so. I have just been to thy 
house.' 

" I felt angry for no reason. I did not like his 
watching me, and going to the house to be told of all 
my doings. I resented his saying ' thou ' to me. 

"'I thank you, Monsieur Didier,' I said stiffly, 
*I can take care of myselt I have no wish to rest 
at your house. I prefer to go home,' and I turned 
to walk on. 

" Didier looked at me, and the look in his eyes was 
very sAd. 

'" Then it is true,' he said 

"* What is true V 

"' That you are so changed ' — ^he did not say ' thou ' 
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* — 'that you wish to go away and leave us alL The 
poor bon papa is right' 

^' What has bon papa been saying V I cried, more 
and more angry, 'What is it to you what I do? 
Attend to your own afiGairs, I beg you. Monsieur 
Didier Larreya, and leave me mine/ 

"Didier stopped, and before I knew what he was 
doing, took both my hands in his. 

" ' Listen, Marie,' he said. ' You mrist You are 
scarcely more than a child, and I was glad for you 
to be so. It would not be me that would wish to 
see you all wise, all settled down Uke an old woman 
at your age. But you force me to say what I had 
not wished to say yet for a long time. I am older 
than you, eight years older, and I know my own 
mind. Marie, you know how I care for you, how I 
have always cared for you, you know what I hope 
may be some day ? Has my voice no weight with 
you ? I do not ask you now to say you care for me, 
you are too young, but I thought you would perhaps 
learn, but to think of you going away to Paris ? Oh, 
my little Marie, you would never return to us the 
same!'" 

"He stopped, and for a moment I stood still 
without speaking. In spite of myself he made me 
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listen. He seemed to have guessed that though my 
parents had forbidden it, I had not yet given up the 
thoughts of going away, and in spite of my silly 
pride and my temper I was much touched by what 
he said, and the thought that if I went away he 
would leave off caring for me came to me like a 
great shock. I had never thought of it like that ; I 
had always fancied that whatever I did I could keep 
Didier devoted to me ; I had amused myself with 
picturing my return from Paris quite a grand lady, 
and how I would pretend to be changed to Didier, 
just to tease him. But now something in his manner 
showed me this would not do ; if I defied him and 
my friends now, he would no longer care for me. 
Yet — would you believe it, my little young ladies 
and young Monsieur ? — my naughty pride still kept 
me back. I turned from Didier in a rage, and pulled 
away my hands. 

*' ' I wish none of your advice or interference/ I 
said. ' I shall please myself in my affairs.' 

" I hurried away ; he did not attempt to stop me, 
but stood there for a moment watching me. 

" * Good-bye, Marie,* he said, and then he called 
after me, * Beware of the storm.' 

" I had still two miles to go. I hurried on, passing 

H 



98 « GRANDMOTHER DEARr 

the Larreyas' farm, and just a minute or two after 
that the storm began. I heard it come grumbling 
up, as if out of the heart of the mountains at first, 
and then it seemed to rise higher and higher. I was 
not frightened, but yet I saw it was going to be a 
great storm — ^you do not know, my young ladies, what 
storms we have here sometimes — and I was so hot 
and so tired, and when the anger began to pass away 
I felt so miserable. I could not bear to go home 
and see them all with the knowledge in my heart of 
what I intended to do. When I got near to the 
orchard, which was about a quarter of a mile from 
the house, I felt, with all my feelings together, as if I 
could go no farther. The storm seemed to be passing 
over — for some minutes there had been no lightning 
or thunder. 

" * Perhaps after all it will only skirt round about 
us,' I said. And as I thought this I entered the 
orchard and sat down on my own seat, a little bench 
that — now many years ago — the bon papa had placed 
for me with his own hands beside my pommier. 

" I was so tired and so hot and so unhappy, I sat 
and cried. 

" ' I wish I had not said I would go,* I thought 
* Now if I change one will mock so at me.' 
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** I leaned my head against the trunk of my tree. 
I had forgotten about the storm. Suddenly, more 
suddenly than I can tell, there came a fearful flash 
of lightning — all about me seemed for a moment on 
fire — then the dreadful boom of the thunder as if it 
"Would shake the earth itself to pieced, and a tearing 
crashing sound like none I had ever heard before. 
I screamed and threw myseK on the ground, covering 
my eyes. For a moment I thought I was killed — 
that a punishment had come to me for my dis- 
obedience. 'Oh! I wiU not go away. I will do 
what you all wish,' I called out, as if my parents 
could hear me. * Bon papa, forgive me. Thy little 
girl wishes no longer to leave thee ;' but no one an- 
swered, and I lay there in terror. Gradually I grew 
calmer — after that fearful crash the thunder claps 
seemed to grow less violent. I looked up at last. 
What did I see ? The tree next to my pommier — 
the one but a yard or two from my bench — stood black 
and charred as if the burning hand of a great giant 
had grasped it ; already some of its branches strewed 
the ground. And my pommier had not altogether 
escaped ; one branch had been struck — the very 
branch on the sunny side from which bon papa had 
picked the apple, as he afterwards showed me I That 
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my life had been spared was little less than a miracle." 
Marie paused. ..... 

*'I left the orchard, my little young ladies and 
young Monsieur," she went on after a moment or two, 
" a veiy different girl from the one that had entered it. 
I went straight to the house, and confessed all — ^my 
naughty intention of leaving them all, my discontent 
and pride, and all my bad feelings. And they forgave 
me — the good people — ^they forgave me all, and bon 
papa took me in his arms and blessed me, and I pro- 
mised him not to leave him while he lived. Nor 
did I — it was not so long — he died the next year, the 
dear old man ! What would my feelings have been 
had I been away in Paris?" 

Old as she was, Marie stopped to wipe away a 
tear. "It is nearly sixty years ago, yet still the tears 
come when I think of it," she said. " He would not 
know me now if he saw me, the dear bon papa," she 
added. " I am as old as he was then ! How it will 
be in heaven I wonder often — for friends so changed 
to meet again ? But that we must leave to the good 
God ; without doubt He will arrange it all." 

"And Didier, Marie?" said Sylvia, after a little 
pause. " Did you also make friends with him ?" 

Marie smiled, and underneath her funny old 



THE APPLE-TREE OF STEFANOS. 101 



brown wrinkled skin I almost think she blushed a 
Uttle. 

"Ah yes, Mademoiselle," she said. "That goes 
without saying. Ah yes — ^Didier was not slow to 
make friends again— and though we said nothing 
about it for a long time, not till I was in the twenties, 
it came all as he wished in the end. And a good 
husband he made me." 

" Oh !" cried Molly, " I see — then thafs how your 
name is 'Larreya' too, Marie." 

They all laughed at her. 

"But grandmother said you had many more 
troubles, Marie," said Sylvia. "Long after, when 
first she knew you. She said you would tell us." 

" Ah yes, that is because the dear lady wishes not 
herself to tell how good she was to me 1" said Marie. 
" I had many troubles after my husband died. I told 
you my son Louis was a great grief, and we were poor 
— very poor — I had a little fruit-stall at the market^" 

" Like my old woman in Paris," said MoUy, nod- 
ding her head. 

" And there it was the dear lady first saw me," 
said Marie. "It was all through the apples — ^bon 
papa did well for me the day he planted that tree ! 
They were so fine— Madame bought them for the poor 
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genUeman who was ill — and then I came to tell her 
my histoiy ; and when she took this house she asked 
me to be her concierge. Since then I have no troubles 
— my daughter married, long ago of course, but she 
died, and her husband died, and the friends were not 
good for her children, and it was these I had to pro- 
vide for — ^my grand-daughters. But now they are 
very well off — each settled, and so good to me ! The 
married one comes with her bebe every Sunday, and 
the other, in a good place, sends me always a part of 
her wages. And my son too — he that went to Paris 
-1-he writes often. Ah yes, I am well satisfied ! And 
always my great-nephews send me the apples — every 
year — their father and their grandfather made the 
promise, and it has never been broken. And still, 
my little young ladies and little Monsieur — still, the 
old apple-tree at the paternal house at St^fanos, is 
called ' le pommier de la petite.'" 

"Hownice !*' said the children all together. ''Thank 
you, Marie, thank you so much for telling us the 
story." 
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CHAPTER VIL 

6BAin)M0THBB'S GfiANDMOTHER. 

'* I'll tell jofa a story of Jack-o-my-norj, 
And now my story's begun. 
I'll tell you another of Jack and his brother, 
And now my story *8 done." 

Old Nubsebt Rhtmb. 

Marie's story was the subject of mnch conversation 
among the childrea Sylvia announced her intention 
of writing it down. 

" She tells it so nicely," she said. " I could have 
written it down beautifully while she was talking, if 
she would have waited." 

" She would not have been able to tell it so nicely 
if she had known you were waiting to write down 
every word as she said it/' remarked grandmother. 
" At least in her place I don't think / could/' 

A shriek from Molly here startled them all, or 
perhaps I should say, would have done so, had they 
been less accustomed to her eccentric behaviour. 
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"What is the matter now, my dear?" said aunty. 

" Oh," said Molly, gasping with eagerness, " grand- 
mother's saying that reminded me." 

"But what about, my dear child?" 

" About telling stories ; don't you remember, 
grandmother dear^ I said you would be perfect if you 
would tell us stories, and you didn't say you 
wouldn't" 

"And what's more, grandmother promised me 
one," said Ealph. 

" Did I, my dear boy ?" 

" Yes, grandmother," said Ealph, looking rather 
abashed, "don't you remember, grandmother — thr 
day I called Prosper de Lastre a cad ? I don't thinl 
he's a cad now," he added in a lower voice. 

"Ah yes, I remember now," said grandmother. 
*' But do you know, my dears, I am so sorry I cannot 
find your Uncle Jack's manuscript. He had written 
it out so well — all I can find is the letter in which 
he first alluded to the incident, very shortly. How- 
ever, I remember most of it pretty clearly. I will 
think it over and refresh my memory with the letter, 
and some day I will tell it to you." 

" Can't you tell it us to-night then, grandmother 
dear V said Molly in very doleful tones. 
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They were all sitting round the fire, for it was 
early December now, and fires are needed then, even 
at Ch9.1et ! What a funny fire some of you would 
think such a one, children! No grate, no fender, 
such as you are accustomed to see — just two or three 
iron bars placed almost on the floor, which serve to 
support the nice round logs of wood burning so 
brightly, but alas for grandmother's purse, so swiftly 
away I But the brass knobs and bars in front look 
cheery and sparkling, and then the indispensable 
bellows are a delightful invention for fidgety fingers 
like those of Ealph and Molly. How many new 
'* nozzles" grandmother had to pay for her poor 
bellows that winter I should really be afraid to say ! 
And once, to Molly's indescribable consternation, the 
bellows got on fire inside; there was no outward 
injury to be seen, but they smoked alarmingly, and 
internal crackings were to be heard of a fearful and 
mysterious description. Molly flew to the kitchen, 
and flung the bellows, as if they were alive, into a 
pan of water that stood handy. Doubtless the 
remedy was effectual so far as extinguishing the fire 
was concerned, but as for the after result on the con- 
sfitution of the poor bellows I cannot report favour- 
ably, as they were never again fit to use. And, as 
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this was the fourth pair spoilt in a month, Molly was 
obliged to give up half her weekly money for some 
time towards replacing them 1 

But we are wandering away from the talk by the 
fire — grandmother and aunty in their low chairs 
working — ^the three children lying in various atti- 
tudes on the hearthrug, for hearthrug there was, 
seldom as such superfluities are to be seen at Ch^et. 
Grandmother was too "English" to have been 
-satisfied with her pretty drawing-room without one— 
a nice fiufi^, flossy one, which the children were so 
fond of burrowing in that grandmother declared she 
would need a new one by the time the winter was 
over! 

" CarCt you teU it to us to-night then, grandmother 
dear ?" said Molly. 

" I would rather think it over a little first," said 
grandmother. " You forget, Molly, that old people's 
memories are not Hke young ones. And, as Marie 
says, it is very curious how, the older one gets, the 
further back things are those that one remembers 
the most distinctly. The middle part of my life 
is hazy compared with the earlier part I can 
remember the patterns of some of my dresses as a 
very little girl — I can remember words said and 



GRANDMOTHER B GRANDMOTHER. 107 

tiifling tilings done fifty years ago better than little 
things that happened last month." 

" How queer I" said Molly. "Shall we all be like 
that, grandmother dear, when we get old ?" 

Grandmother laid down her knitting and looked 
at the children with a soft smile on her face. 

"Yes, dears, I suppose so. It is the 'common 
lot/ I remember once asking my grandmother a 
question very like that." 

^^ Towr grandmother I" exclaimed all the children 
— Molly adding, "Had you eyer a grandmother, grand- 
mother dear ? " 

** Oh, Molly, how can you be so silly V* said Ealph 
and Sylvia, together. 

" I'm not silly," said MoUy. " It is you that are 
silly not to understand what I mean. I am sure 
anybody might Of course I mean can grandmother 
remember her — did she know her ? Supposing any- 
body's grandmother died before they were bom, then 
they wouldn't ever have had one, would they now ?" 

MoUy sat up on the rug, and tossed back her hair 
out of her eyes, convinced that her logic was un- 
answerable. 

" You shouldn't begin by saying * anybody's grand- 
mother,'" remarked Ealph. **You put anybody in 
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the possessive case, which means, of course, that the 
grandmother belonged to the anybody, and then you 
make out that the anybody never had ona" 

Molly retorted by putting her fingers in her ears 
and shaking her head vehemently at her brother. 
" Be quiet, Ealph," she said. " What's the good of 
muddling up what I say, and making my head feel so 
uncomfortable when you know quite well what I 
meant Please, grandmother dear, will you go on 
talking as soon as I take my fingers out of my ears, 
and then he will have to leave off puzzling me." 

"And what am I to talk about?" asked grand- 
mother. 

"Tell us about your grandmother. If you re- 
member things long ago so nicely, you must remember 
story sort of things of then," said Molly insinuatingly. 

" I really don't, my dear child. Not just at this 
moment, anyhow." 

" Well, tell us ahoid your grandmother : what was 
she like ? was she like you ?" 

Grandmother shook her head. 

" That I cannot say, my dear ; I have no portrait 
of her, nor have I ever seen one since I have been 
grown up. She died when I was about fifteen, and 
as my father was not the eldest son, few, if any, heir- 
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looms fell to his share. And a good many years 
before my grandmother^s death — at the time of her 
husband's death — the old home was sold, and she 
came to live in a curious old-fashioned house, in the 
little county town a few miles from where we lived. 
This old house had belonged to her own family for 
many, many years, and, as all her brothers were dead, 
it became hers. She was very proud of it, and even 
during my grandfather's life they used to come in 
from the country to spend the worst of the winter 
there. Dear me 1 what a long time back it takes us ! 
were my grandmother living now, she would be — let 
me see — my father would have been a hundred years 
old by now. I was the youngest of a large family 
you know, dears. His mother would have been about 
a hundred and thirty. It takes us back to the 
middle of George the Second's reign." 

"Yes," said Molly so promptly, that every one 
looked amazed, ** George the First, seventeen hundred 
and fourteen, George the Second, seventeen hundred 
and twenty-seven, George the Third, seventeen hun- 
dred and ** 

" When did you learn that — ^this morning I sup- 
pose ?" observed Ralph with biting sarcasm. 

** No," said Molly complacently, " I always could 
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remember the four Georges. Sylvia will tell you. 
SJie always remembered the Norman Conquest, and 
King John, and so when we spoke about something 
to do with these dates when we were out a walk 
Miss Bryce used to be as pleased as pleased with us." 

"Is that the superlative of *very pleased,' my 
dear MoUy ?" said aunty. 

Molly wriggled. 

" History is bad enough," she muttered. " I don't 
think we need have grammar too, just when I thought 
we were going to have nice story-talking. Did you 
like lessons when you were little, grandmother dear ?" 
she inquired in a louder voice. 

" I don't know that I did," said grandmother. " I 
was a very tom-boy little girl, MoUy. And lessons 
were not nearly so interesting in those days as they 
are made now." 

"Then they must have been — dreadful'' said Molly 
solemnly, pausing for a sufficiently strong word. 

" What did you like when you were little, grand- 
mother ?" said Sylvia. " I mean, what did you like 
best?" 

"I really don't know what I liked best," said 
grandmother. ** There were so many nice things. 
Haymaking was delicious, so were snow-baUing and 
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sliding ; blindman's bufif and snapdragon at Christmas 
were not bad, nor were strawberries and cream in 
summer." 

The children drew a long breatL 

*' Had you all those ?" they said. " Oh, what a 
happy little girl you must have been I" 

*' And all the year round," pursued grandmother, 
*' there was another delight that never palled. When 
I look back upon myself in those days I cannot 
believe that ever a child was a greater adept at it." 

" What was that, grandmother ?" said the children, 
opening their eyes. 

*' Mischief , my dears," said grandmother. "The 
scrapes I got into of falling into brooks, tearing my 
clothes, climbing up trees and finding I could not 
get down again, putting my head through window- 
panes — ah dear, I certainly had nine lives." 

" And what did your grandmother say ? Did she 
scold you?" asked MoUy — adding in a whisper to 
Ealph and Sylvia, "Grandmother must have been 
an awfully nice little girl." 

" My grandmother was to outward appearance quiet 
and rather cold," replied their grandmother. "For 
long I was extremely afraid of her, till something 
happened which led to my knowing her true charao- 
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ter, and after that we were friends for life — till her 
death. It is hardly worth calling a story, but I will 
tell it to you if you like, children." 

*' Oh, please do," they exclaimed, and Molly's eyes 
grew round with satisfaction at having after all 
inveigled grandmother into story telling. 

** I told you,** grandmother began, " that my grand- 
mother lived in a queer, very old-fashioned house in 
the little town near which was our home. It was 
such a queer house, I wish you could have seen it, 
but long ago it was pulled down, and the ground where 
it stood used for shops or warehouses. When you 
entered it, you saw no stair at all — then, on opening 
a door, you found yourself at the foot of a very high 
spiral staircase that went round and round like a 
corkscrew up to the very top of the house. By the by 
that reminds me of an adventure of my grandmother's 
which you might like to hear. It happened long 
before I was born, but she has often told it me. Ah, 
Molly, I see that twinkle in your eyes, my dear, and 
I know what it means I You think you have got 
grandmother started now — ^wound up — and that you 
will get her to go on and on ; ah well, we shall sea 
Where was I ? Taking you up the corkscrew stair. 
The first landing, if landing it could be called, it was 
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SO small, had several doors, and one of these led into a 
Httle ante-room, out of which opened again a larger 
and very pretty drawing-room. It was a long, rather 
narrow room, and what I admired in it most of all 
were wall cupboards with glass doors, within which 
my grandmother kept all her treasures. There were 
six of them at least — ^in two or three were books, of 
which, for those days, grandmother had a good many ; 
another held Chinese and Indian curiosities, carved 
ivory and sandal-wood ornaments, cuscus grass fans, 
a pair or two of Chinese ladies' slippers — ^things very 
much the same as you may see some of now-a-days 
in almost every prettily furnished drawing-room. 
And one, or two perhaps, of the cupboards contained 
treasures which are rarer now than they were then — 
the loveliest old china! Even I, child as I was, 
appreciated its beauty — ^the tints were so delicate 
and yet brilliant. My grandmother had collected 
much of it herself, and her taste was excellent. At 
her death it was divided, and among so many that it 
seemed to melt away. All that came to my share 
were those two handleless cups that are at the top 
of that little cabinet over there, and those were by no 
means the most beautiful, beautiful as they un- 
doubtedly are. I was never tired of feasting my eyes 

T 
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on grandmother's china when I used to be sent to 
spend a day with her, which happened every few 
weeks. And sometimes^ for a great treaty she used 
to open the wall cupboards and let me handle some 
of the things — ^for it is a curious fact that a child 
cannot admire anything to its perfect satisfaction 
without touching it too, and looking back upon things 
now, I can see that despite her cold manner, my grand- 
mother had a very good knowledge of children and a 
real love and sympathy for them. 

" One day — ^it was a late autumn day I remember, 
for it was just a few days after my ninth birthday — 
my birthday is on the fifteenth of November, — ^my 
mother told me that my father, having to drive to the 
town the following day, would take me with him to 
spend the day with grandmother. 

"* And Nelly,' said my mother, *do try to be very 
good and behave prettily. I really fear, my dear, 
that you will never be like a young lady — ^it is play- 
ing so much with your brothers, I suppose, and you 
know grandmother is very particular. The last 
time you were there you know you dressed up the 
cat and frightened poor old Betsy (my grandmother^s 
cook) so. Do try to keep out of mischief this 
tima' 
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"'I can't/ I said. ' There is no one to play with 
there. I would rather stay at home ;' and I teased 
my mother to say I need not go. But it was no good ; 
she was firm about it — it was right that I, the only 
girl at home, should go to see my grcmdmother some- 
times, and my mother repeated her admonitions b^ to 
my behaviour ; and as I really loved her dearly I pro- 
mised to 'try to be very good ;' and the next morn- 
ing I set off with my father in excellent spirits. 
There was nothing I liked better than a drive with 
him, especially in rather cold weather, for then he 
used to tuck me up so beautifully warm in his nice 
soft rugs, so that hardly anything but the tip of my 
nose was to be seen, and he would call me his 'little 
woman ' and pet me to my heart's content. 

" When we reached my grandmother's I felt very 
reluctant to descend from my perch, and I said to 
my father that I wished he would take me about the 
town with him instead of leaving me there. 

"He explained to me that it was impossible — ^he 
had all sorts of things to do, a magistrate's meeting 
to attend, and I don't know all what. Besides which 
he liked me to be with my grandmother, and he told 
me I was a silly little goose when I said I was afraid 
of her. 
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** My father entered the house without knocking 
— ^there was no need to lock doors in the quiet streets 
of the little old town, where everybody that passed 
up and down was known by everybody else, and 
their ludness often known better by the everybody 
else than by themselves. We went up to the draw- 
ing-room, there was nobody there — ^my father went 
out of the room and called up the staircase, ' Mother, 
where are you V 

'* Then I heard my grandmother's voice in return. 

**'My dear Hugh — is it you? I am so sorry. 
I cannot possibly come down. It is the third 
Tuesday of the month. My wardrobe day/ 

*'' And the little woman is here too. What shall 
I do with her?' said my father. He seemed to 
understand, though I did not, what * wardrobe day' 
meant. 

*'' Bring her up here,' my grandmother called back. 
' I shall soon have arranged all, and then I can take 
her downstairs again.' 

" I was standing on the landing by my father by 
this time, and, far from loth to discover what my 
grandmother was about, I followed him upstairs. 
You have no idea^ children, what a curious sight met 
me ! My grandmother, who was a very little woman. 
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was perched upon a high stool, hanging up on a great 
clothes-horse ever so many dresses, which she had 
evidently taken out of a wardrobe, close by, whose 
doors were wide open. There were several clothes- 
horses in the room, all more or less loaded with gar- 
ments, — and oh, what queer, quaint garments some 
of them were I The clothes my grandmother herself 
had on — even those I was wearing — would seem 
curious enough to you if you could see them now, — 
but when I tell you that of those she was hanging 
out, many had belonged to her grandmother, and 
mother, and aunts, and great-aunts, you can fancy 
what a wonderful array there was. Her own 
wedding-dress was among them, and all the coloured 
silks and satins she had possessed before her widow- 
hood. And more wonderful even than the dresses 
were a few, not very many, for indeed no rooin or 
wardrobe would have held very many, bonnets, or 
*hats,' as I think they were then always called. 
Huge towering constructions, with feathers sticking 
straight up on the top, like the pictures of Cinderella's 
sisters in old-fashioned fairy-tale books — so enor- 
mous that any ordinary himian head must have been 
lost in their depths." 

"Did you ever try one on, grandmother?" said 
Molly. 
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Grandmother shook her head. 

" I should not have been allowed to take such a 
liberty/' she said. ** I stood and stared about me in 
perfect amazement without speaking for a minute or 
two, till my grandmother got down from her stool, 
and my father told me to go to speak to her. 

*"Are you going away, grandmother?' I said at 
last, my curiosity overcoming my shyness. 'Are 
these all your clothes ? You will want a great many 
boxes to pack them in, and what queer ones some of 
them are !' 

"' Queer, my dear,' said my grandmother. ' They* 
are certainly not like what you get now-a-days, if 
that is what you mean by queer. See here, Nelly, 
this is your great-grandmother^s wedding dress — 
white Padusoy embroidered in gold — ^why, child, it 
would stand alone ! And this salmon-coloured satin, 
with the pea-green slip — ^will the stuflFs they dye now 
keep their colour like that a hundred years hence V 

"' It's good strong stuff certainly,' said my father, 
touching it as he spoke. But then he went on to say 
to my grandmother that the days for such things 
were past. * We don't want our clothes to last a 
century now, mother,' he said. ' Times are hurrying 
on faster, and we must make up our minds to go on 
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with them and leave our old clothes behind. The 
world would get too full if everybody cherished by- 
gone relics as you do.' 

" I don't think she much liked his talking so. 
She shook her head and said something about revolu- 
tionary ideas, which I didn't understand But my 
father only laughed ; his mother and he were the 
best of friends, though he liked to tease her sometimes. 
I wandered about the room, peeping in among the 
rows of quaint costumes, and thinking to myself what 
fun it would be to dress up in them. But after a 
while I got tired, and I was hungry too, so I was very 
glad when grandmother, having hung out the last 
dress to air, said we must go down to dinner — ^my 
father had left some time before "* 

"What did you have for dinner, grandmother?" 
said Sylvia. '' It isn't that I care so much about 
eating," she added, blushing a little, " but I like to 
know exactly the sort of way people lived, you know." 

*' Only I wish you wouldn't interrupt grandmother," 
said Molly. " I'm so afraid it'll be bedtime before 
she finishes the story." 

" Which isn't yet begun — eh, Molly ?" said grand- 
mother. "I warned you my stories were sadly 
deficient in beginning and end, and middle too — ^in 
short they are not stories at alL" 
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" Never mind, the/re very nice," said Molly ; 
'* and if I may sit up till this one's done I don't 
mind your telling Sylvia what you had for dinner, 
grandmother dear." 

" Many thanks for your small majesty's gracious 
permission," said grandmother. ** But as to what we 
had for dinner, I really can't say. Much the same as 
you have now, I fancy. Let me see — ^it was Novem- 
ber — ^very likely a roast chicken and nice pudding." 

*' Oh l*' said Sylvia, in a tone of some disappoint- 
ment ; " go on then, please, grandmother." 

" Where was I ?" said grandmother. " Oh yes — 
well, after dinner we went up to the drawing-room, 
and grandmother, saying she was a good deal tired 
by her exertions of the morning, sat down in her own 
particular easy'chair by the fire, and, spreading over 
her face a very fine cambric handkerchief which she 
kept, I strongly suspect, for the purpose, prepared 
for her after-dinner nap. It was really a regular in- 
stitution with her — ^but I noticed she always made 
some little special excuse for it, as if it was some- 
thing quite out of the common. She told me to 
amuse myself during her forty winks by looking at 
the treasures in the glass-doored cupboards, which 
she knew I was very fond of admiring, and she told 
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me I might open the book cupboard if I wanted 
to take out a book, but on no account any of the 
others. 

" Now I assure you, children, and by your own 
experience you will believe what I say, that, but for 
my grandmother's warnings, the idea of opening the 
glass doors when by myself would never have come 
into my head. I had often been in the drawing-room 
alone and gazed admiringly at the treasures without 
ever dreaming of examining them more closely. I had 
never even wished to do so, any more than one wishes 
to handle the moon or stars or any other un-get-at-able 
objects. But now, unfortunately, the idea was 
suggested, it had been put into my head, and there it 
stayed. I walked round the room gazing in at the 
cupboards in turn — the book ones did not particularly 
attract me — ^long ago I had read, over and over again, 
the few books in my grandmother's possession that 
I could feel interested in, and I stood still at last in 
ftx)nt of the prettiest cupboard of all, wishing that 
grandmother had not forbidden my opening it. There 
were such lovely cups and saucers 1 I longed to 
handle them — one in particular that I felt sure I had 
never seen before. It had a deep rose pink ground, 
and in the centre there was the sweetest picture of 



1 22 « GRANDMOTHER DEAR," 

a dear little shepherdess curtseying to an equally 
dear little shepherd. 

''As I gazed at this cup the idea struck me that it 
would be delicious to dress one of my dolls in the 
little shepherdess's costume^ and, eager to see it more 
minutely, I opened the glass door, and was just 
stretching up my hand for the cup, when I again 
remembered what my grandmother had said. I 
glanced round at her ; she was fast asleep ; there was 
no danger ; what harm could it do for me to take the 
cup into my hand for a moment? I stretched up 
and took it. Yes, it was really most lovely, and the 
little shepherdess's dress seemed to me a perfect fac- 
simile of the one I had most admired upstairs in my 
grandmother's wardrobe — a pea-green satin over a 
pale pink or rather salmon-coloured quilted slip. I 
determined that Lady Eosabella should have one the 
same, and I was turning over in my mind the possi- 
bilities of getting satin of the particular shades I 
thought so pretty, when a slight sound in the direction, 
it seemed to me, of my grandmother's arm-chair, 
startled me. I turned round hastily — ^how it was I can- 
not tell, but so it was — ^the beautiful cup fell from my 
hands and lay at my feet in, I was going to say, a 
thousand fragments." 
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" Oh I*' exclaimed Sylvia and Molly — " oh, grand- 
mother, what did you do Y* 

"First of all," grandmother continued, "first of 
all I stooped down and picked up the pieces. There 
were not a thousand of them — ^not perhaps above a 
dozen, and after all, grandmother was sleeping quietly, 
but to all appearance soundly. The sound that had 
startled me must have been a fancied one, I said to 
myself, and oh dear, what a terrible pity I had been 
startled ! 

" I gathered the bits together in my handkerchief, 
and stood staring at them in perfect despair. I dared 
not let myself burst out crying as I was inclined to 
do, for grandmother would have heard me and asked 
what was the matter, and I felt that I should sink 
into the earth with shame and terror if she saw what 
I had done, and that I had distinctly disobeyed her. 
My only idea was to conceal the mischief. I huddled 
the bits up together in my handkerchief, and huddled 
the handkerchief into my pocket — ^the first pocket I 
had ever had, I rather think — and then I looked up 
to see if the absence of the cup was very conspicuous. 
I thought not; the saucer was still there, and by pull- 
ing one or two of the other pieces of china forward a 
little, I managed to make it look as if the cup was 
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just accidentally hidden. To reach up to do this, I 
had to draw forward a chair; in getting down from it 
again I made some little noise, and I looked round 
in terror to see if grandmother was awake. No, she 
was still sleeping soundly. What a blessing I I got 
out of one of the book cupboards a book I had read 
twenty times at least, and sitting down on a stool by 
the fire I pretended to read it again, while really all 
my ideas were running on what I should, what I 
could do. For I had no manner of doubt that before 
long the accident would be discovered, amd I felt sure 
that my grandmother's displeasure would be very 
severa I knew too that my having tried to conceal 
it would make her far less ready to forgive me, and 
yet I felt that I could not make up my mind to con- 
fess it alL I was so miserable that it was the greatest 
relief to me a minute or two afterwards to hear the 
hall door open and my father's hearty voice on the 
stair." 

" 'I have come to fetch you rather sooner than I 
said, little woman,* he exclaimed, as he came in, and 
then he explained that he had promised to drive a 
friend who lived near us home from the town in our 
gig, and that this friend being in a hurry, we must 
leave earlier than usual. My grandmother had 
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wakened up of course with my father's coming in. 
It seemed to me, or was it my fancy? — that she looked 
graver than usual and rather sad as she bade us good- 
bye. She kissed me very kindly, more tenderly than 
was her habit, and said to my father that he must 
be sure to bring me again very soon, so that as I was 
going down-stairs with him, he said to me that he 
was glad to see how fond grandmother was getting of 
me, and that he would bring me again next week. 
I did not feel at all pleased at this — I felt more un- 
happy than ever I had done in my life, so that my 
father, noticing it, asked what was the matter. I 
replied that I was tired and that I did not care for 
going to grandmother's, and then, when I saw that 
this ungracious answer vexed my kind father, I felt 
more and more unhappy. Every moment as we 
walked along — we were to meet the carriage at the 
inn where it had been left — ^the bits of broken china 
in my pocket bumped against my leg, as if they 
would not let themselves be forgotten. I wished I 
could stop and throw them away, but that was 
impossible. I trudged along, gloomy and wretched, 
with a weight on my heart that it seemed to me I 
would never get rid of. Suddenly — so suddenly that 
I could hardly believe my own senses, something 
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caught my eye that entirely changed my whole ideas. 
I darted forward, my father was a few steps in front 
of me — the footpath was so narrow in the old town 
that there was often not room for two abreast — 
and " 

Just at this moment the door opened, and grand- 
mother's maid appeared with the tea-tray. Molly 
gave an impatient shake. 

" Oh, what a bother !" she said " I quite forgot 
about tea. And immediately after tea it is always 
time for us to go to bed. It is eight o'clock now, oh 
grandmother, do finish the story to-night." 

** And why cannot my little girl ask it without 
all those shakes and * bothers?'" said grandmother. 
She spoke very gently, but Molly looked considerably 
ashamed. 

" Yes, grandmother dear," she replied meekly. 
Then she got up from the rug and stood by aunty 
patiently, while she poured out the tea, first "grand- 
mothering" each cup to keep it from slipping about, 
then warming them with a little hot water, then 
putting in the beautiful yellow cream, the sugar, and 
the nice rich brown tea, all in the particular way 
grandmother liked it done. And during the process, 
Molly did not once wriggle or twist with impatience. 
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SO that when she carried grandmother's tea to her, 
very carefully and steadily, without a drop spilling 
over into the saucer in the way grandmother disliked 
to see, she got a Iq^s by way of reward, and what was 
still better perhaps, grandmother looked up and said, 
" That's my good little woman. There is not much 
more of what you call 'my story,' to tell, but such as 
it is, you may sit up to hear it, if you like." 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 
grandmother's story — {continued). 

" while you live, tell truth." 

Hbnry IV., Part I. 

So in a few minutes tliey were all settled again, 
and grandmother went on. 

" We were walking through a very narrow street, 
I was telling you — ^was I not ? when I caught sight 
of something that suddenly changed my ideas. 
'What was this something?' you are all askiug, I 
see. It was a china cup in a shop window we were 
passing, a perfect match it seemed to me of the 
unfortunate one still lamenting its fate by rattling 
its bits in my pocket I It was a shabby little old 
shop, of which there were a good many in the town, 
fiUed with all sorts of curiosities, and quite in the 
front of the window, as conspicuous as if placed 
there on purpose, stood the cup. I darted forward 
to beg my father to let me wait a moment, but just 
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then, curiously enough, he had met a friend and was 
standing talking to him, and when I touched his arm, 
he turned rather hastily, for, as I told you, he had 
not been pleased with my way of replying about my 
grandmother. And he said to me I must not be so 
impatient, but wait till he had finished speaking to 
Mr. Lennox. I asked him if I might look in at the 
shop window, and he said * Yes, of course I might,' 
so I flew back, the bits rattle-rattling in my pocket, 
and stood gazing at the twin-cup. I must tell you 
that I happened to have in my possession an unusual 
amount of money just then— ten shillings, actually 
ten whole shillings, which my father had given me 
on my birthday, and as I always brought my purse 
with me when I came into the town, there it was all 
ready I I looked and looked at the cup till I was 
satisfied it was a perfect match, then glancing up the 
street and seeing my father still talking to his friend, 
I crept timidly into the shop, and asked the price of 
the pink cup and saucer in the window. 

" The old man in the shop was a German ; after- 
wards my grandmother told me he was a Jew, and 
well accustomed to having his prices beaten down. 
He looked at me curiously and said to me, 

" * Ach ! too moch for leetle young lady like you. 

K 
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Zwanzig — twenty schelling, that cup. Old ladybought 
von, vill come again buy anoder. Zwanzig — twenty 
schelling/ 

" I grew more and more eager. The old lady he 
spoke of must be my grandmother ; I had often heard 
my father laugh at her for poking about old shops ; 
I felt perfectly certain the cups were exactly alike. 
I begged the old man to let me have it, and opened 
my purse to show him all I had — the ten shilling 
piece, two sixpences and a fourpenny, and a few 
coppers. That was all, and the old man shook his 
head. It was too little, ' twenty schelling,' he re- 
peated, or at the very least, to oblige the 'young lady,' 
fifteen. I said to him I had not got fifteen — eleven 
and ninepence was everything I possessed, and at 
last, in my eagerness, I nearly burst into tears. I 
reaUy do not know if the old man was sorry for 
me, or if he only thought of getting my money ; 
however that may have been, he took my purse 
out of my hand and slowly counted out the money. 
I meanwhile, nearly dancing with impatience, while 
he repeated ' nine-pence, von scheUing, zehn schellingl 
ach veil, most be, most be,' and to my great delight 
he handed me the precious cup and saucer, first wrap- 
ping them up in a dirty bit of newspaper. 
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" Then he took the ten-shilling piece out of my 
purse, and handed it back to me, leaving me in pos- 
session of my two sixpences, my fouipenny bit, and 
my five coppers. 

"I flew out of the shop, thanking the old man 
eflfusively, and rushed up the street clutching my 
treasure, while rattle-rattle went the bones of its 
companion in my pocket. My father was just shaking 
hands with Mr. Lennox and turning round to look 
for me, when I ran up. Mr. Lennox, it appeared, 
was the gentleman who was to have driven home 
with us, but something had occurred to detain him in 
the town, and he was on his way to explain this to 
my father when we met him. 

" My father was rather silent and grave on the 
way home ; he seemed to have forgotten that I had 
said anything to vex him ; some magistrates' business 
had worried him, and it was that that he had been talk- 
ing about to Mr. Lennox. He said to me that he was 
half afraid he would have to drive into the town again 
the next day, adding, * It is a pity Lennox did not 
know in time. By staying a little later, we might 
have got aU done.' 

" To his astonishment I replied by begging him 
to let me come with him again the next day. He 
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said to me, 'Why, Nelly, you were just now saying 
you did not care for going to see your grandmother, 
that it was dull, and tired you. What queer creatures 
children are.' 

*' I felt my cheeks grow hot, but I replied that I 
was sorry I had said that, and that I did want very 
much to go to see my grandmother again. Of course 
you will understand, children, that I was thinlring 
about the best chance of putting back the cup, or 
rather its substitute, but my dear father thought I 
was sorry for having vexed him, and that I wanted 
to please him by asking to go again, so he readily 
granted my request. But I felt far from happy that 
evening at home, when something was said about 
my wanting to go again, and one of my brothers 
remarking that I must surely have enjoyed myself 
very greatly at my grandmother's, my father and 
mother looked at me kindly and said that their little 
Nelly liked to please others as well as herself Oh 
how guilty I felt I I hated having anything to conceal, 
for I was by nature very frank. And oh, what a 
torment the poor cup and saucer were ! I got rid of 
the bits by throwing them behind a hedge, but I 
could not tell where to hide my purchase, and I was 
80 terribly afraid of breaking it. It was a relief to my 



GRANDMOTHERS STOBY. 133 

mind the next morning when it suddenly struck me 
that I need not take the saucer too, the cup was 
enough, as the origiaal saucer was there intact, and 
the cup was much easier to carry by itself. 

" When we got to the town my father let me down 
at my grandmother's without coming in himself at 
all, and went off at once to his business. The door 
was open, and I saw no one about. I made my way 
up to the drawing-room as quickly and quietly as 
possible ; to my great satisfaction there was no one 
there. I stole across the room to the china cupboard, 
drew forward a chair and climbed upon it, and, in 
mortal fear and trembling, placed the cup on the 
saucer waiting for it. They seemed to match exactly, 
but I could not wait to see any more — the sound of 
some one coming along the ante-room reached my 
ears — I had only just time to close the door of the 
cupboard, jump down and try to look as if nothiog 
were the matter, when my grandmother entered the 
room. She came up to me with both her hands out- 
stretched in welcome, and a look on her face that I 
did not understand. She kissed me fondly, ex- 
claiming, 

"'My own dear little Nelly. I thought you 
would come. I knew you would not be happy till 
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you had / But she stopped suddenly. I had 

drawn a little back from her, and again I felt my face 
get red. Why would people praise me when I did not 
deserve it ? My grandmother, I supposed, thought 
I had come again because I had felt conscious of hav- 
ing been not particularly gracious the day before — 
whereas I knew my motive to have been nothing of 
the kind. 

'^'Papa was coming again, and he said I might 
come. I have nothing to do at home just now. It's 
holidays/ I said abruptly, my very honesty tiow lead- 
ing me into misrepresentations, as is constantly the 
case once one has quitted the quite straight path of 
candour. 

"My grandmother looked pained and disappointed, 
but said nothing. But nefoer had she been kinder. 
It was past dinner time, but she ordered tea for me 
an hour earlier than her usual time, and sent down 
word that the cook was to bake some gurdle-cakes, as 
she knew I was fond of them. And what a nice tea 
we might have had but for the uncomfortable little 
voice that kept whispering to me that I did not 
deserve all this kindness, that I was deceiving my 
grandmother, which was far worse than breaking 
twenty cups. I felt quite provoked with myself for 
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feeling so uneasy. I had thought I should have felt 
quite comfortable and happy once the cup was 
restored. I had spent all, or very nearly all, my money 
on it. I said to myself, Who could have done more ? 
And I determined not to be so silly and to think no 
more about it — but it was no good. Every time my 
grandmother looked at me, every time she spoke to 
me — ^worst of all when the time came for me to go 
and she kissed me, somehow so much more tenderly 
than usual, and murmured some words I could not 
catch, but which sounded like a little prayer, as she 
stroked my head in farewell — it was dreadfully hard 
not to burst into tears and tell her all, and beg her to 
forgive me. But I went away without doing so. 

" HaK way home a strange thought came suddenly 
into my mind. It seemed to express the unhappi- 
ness I was feeling. Supposing my grandmother were 
to die, supposing I were never to see her again, would 
I then feel satisfied with my behaviour to her, and 
would I still say to myself that I had done all for the 
best in spending my money on a new cup ? Would 
I not then rather feel that it would have been less, 
grievous to my grandmother to know of my breaking 
twenty cups, than to discover the concealment and 
want of candour into which my cowardliness had 
led me ? 
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"' If grandmother were dead, I suppose she would 
know all about it/ I said to myself. ^ I would not 
like fo think of that. I would rather have told her 
myseli.' 

"An^ I startled my father by turning to him 
suddenly and asking if grandmother was very old- 
He replied, 'Not so very. Of course she is not yotmg, 
but we may hope to have her among us many a day 
yet if God wills it, my little woman.' 

"I gave a sigh of relief. *I know she is very 
strong,' I said. * She is very seldom ill, and she can 
take quite long walks still.' 

"'Thank God for it,' said my father, evidently 
pleased with my interest in my grandmother. And 
although it was true that already I was beginning to 
love her much more than formerly, still my fathers 
manner gave me again the miserable feeling that I 
was gaining credit which I did not deserve. 

"More than a week passed after this without my 
seeing my grandmother. It was not a happy week 
for me. I felt quite unlike my old light-hearted sel£ 
And constantly — ^just as when one has a tender spot 
anywhere, a sore finger for instance, everything seems 
to rub against it — constantly little allusions were 
made which appeared to have some reference to my 
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concealment. Something would be said about my 
birthday present, and my brothers would ask me if I 
had made up my mind what I should buy with it, 
or they would tease me about my sudden fancy for 
spending , two days together with my grandmother, 
and ask me if I was not in a hurry to go to see her 
again. I grew irritable and suspicious, and more and 
■more unhappy, and before long those about me began 
to notice the change. My father and mother feared 
I was ill — ' NeUy is so unlike herself,' I heard them 
say. My brothers openly declared 'there was no fun 
in playing with me now, I had grown so cross.' I 
felt that it was true — indeed both opinions were true, 
for I really was getting ill with the weight on my 
mind, which never, night or day, seemed to leave it. 
" At last one day my father told me that he was 
going to drive into the little town where my grand- 
mother lived, the next day, and that I was to go with 
him to see her, I noticed that he did not ask me, as 
usual, if I would like to go ; he just said I must be 
ready by a certain hour, and gave me no choice in the 
matter. I did not want to go, but I was afraid of 
making any objection for fear of their asking my 
reasons, so I said nothing, but silently, and to all 
appearance I fear, sulkily, got ready as my father de- 
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sirecL We had a very quiet drive ; my father made 
no remarks about my dullness and silence^ and I 
began to be afraid that something had been found out, 
and that he was taking me to my grandmother^s to 
be scolded/ as I called it in my silly little mind. I 
glanced up at his face as I sat beside him. "So, he 
did not look severe, only grave and rather anxious. 
Dear father ! Afterwards I found that he and my 
mother had been really very anxious about me, and 
that he was taking me to my grandmother, by her 
express wish, to see what she thought of the state of 
matters, before consulting a doctor or trying change 
of air, or anything of that kind. And my grandmother 
had particularly asked him to say nothing more to 
myself about my own imsatisfactory condition, and 
had promised him to do her utmost to put things 
right 

*' Well — ^we got to my grandmother's — ^my father 
lifted me out of the carriage, and I followed him up- 
stairs — my grandmother was sitting in the drawing- 
room, evidently expecting us. She came forward 
with a bright kind smile on her face, and kissed me 
fondly. Then she said to my father she was so glad 
he had brought me, and she hoped I would have a 
happy day. And my father looked at me as he went 
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• 
away with a sort of wistful anxiety that made me 

again have that horrible feeling of not deserving his 
care and affection. And oh, how I wished the long 
day alone with my grandmother were over ! I could 
not bear being in the drawing-room, I was afraid of 
seeming to glance in the direction of the china cup- 
board ; I felt miserable whenever my grandmother 
spoke kindly to me. 

" And how kind she was that day ! If ever a little 
girl should have been happy, that little girl was I. 
Grandmother let me look over the drawers where she 
kept her beautiful scraps of silk and velvet, ever so 
many of which she gave me — ^lovely pieces to make 
a costume such as I had fancied for Lady BosabeUe, 
but which I had never had the heart to see about. 
She let me 'tidy' her best work-box — a wonderful 
box, full of every conceivable treasure and curiosity 
— ^and then, when I was a little tired with aU my 
exertions, she made me sit down on a footstool at her 
feet and talked to me so nicely — all about when she 
was a little girl — fancy that, MoUy, your great-great- 
grandmother ever having been a little girl 1 — and 
about the queer legends and fairy tales that in those 
days were firmly beUeved in in the far-away Scotch 
country place where her childhood was spent. For 
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the first time for all these nnhappy ten days, I began 
to feel like myself again. Sitting there at my grand- 
mothei^s feet listening to her I actually forgot my 
troubles, though I was in the very drawing-room I 
had learnt so to dread, within a few yards of the cup- 
board I dared not even glance at. 

" There came a little pause in the conversation ; 
I leaned my head against my grandmother^s knea 

"*I wish there were fairies now,* I said. 'Don't 
you, grandmother?' 

"Grandmother said 'no, on the whole she pre- 
ferred things being as they were.' There were some 
fairies certainly she would be sorry to lose. Princess 
Sweet-temper, and Lady Make-the-best-of-it, and old 
Madame Tidy, and, most of all perhaps, the beauti- 
ful fairy Candour, I laughed at her funny way of 
saying things, but yet something in her last words 
made the uneasy feeling come back again. Then my 
grandmother went on talking in a different tone. 

" ' Do you know, NeUy,' she said, * queer things 
happen sometimes that one would be half inclined 
to put down to fairies if one did not know better?' 

'* I pricked up my ears. 

"'Do tell me what sort of things, grandmother/ I 
said eagerly. 
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*"Well' — she went on, speaking rather slowly 
and gravely, and very distinctly — 'the other day 
an extraordinary thing happened among my china 
cups in that cupboard over there. I had one pink 
cup, on the side of which was— or is — ^the picture of 
a shepherdess curtseying to a shepherd. Now this 
shepherdess when I bought the cup, which was only 
a few days ago, was dressed — I am perfectly certain 
of it, for her dress was just the same as one I have 
upstairs in my collection — ^in a pale pink or salmon- 
coloured skirt, looped up over a pea-green slip — the 
picture of the shepherdess is repeated again on the 
saucer, and there it still is as I tell you. But the 
strangest metamorphosis has taken place in the cup. 
I left it one morning as I describe, for you know I 
always dust my best china myseli Two days after, 
when I looked at it again, the shepherdess's attire 
was changed — she had on no longer the pea-green 
dress over the salmon, but a salmon dress over a peor 
green slip. Did you ever hear anything so strange, 
Nelly V 

" I turned away my head, children ; I dared not 
look at my grandmother. What should I say ? This 
was the end of my concealment. It had done tvo 
good — grandmother must know it all now, I could 
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hide it no longer, and she would be far, far more 
angiy than if at the first I had bravely confessed my 
disobedience and its consequences. I tried to speak; 
but I could not I burst into tears and hid my face. 

" Grandmother^s arm was round me in a moment, 
and her kind voice saying, ' Why, what is the matter, 
my Uttle Nelly?' 

"I drew myself away from her, and threw myself 
on the floor, ciying out to grandmother not to speak 
kindly to me. 

***Tou won't love me when you know,' I said. 
*Tou will never love me again. It was me, oh 
grandmother! It was me that changed the cup. 
I got another for you not to know. I spent all my 
money. I broke it, grandmother. When you told 
me not to open the cupboard, I did open it, and I 
took out the cup, and it fell and was broken, and 
then 1 saw another in a shop window, and I thought 
it was just the same, and I bought it. It cost ten 
shillings, but I never knew it wasn't quite the same, 
only now it doesn't matter. Tou will never love 
me again, and nobody wilL Oh dear, oh dear, what 
shall I do V 

" * Never love you again, my poor dear faithless 
little girl,' said grandmother. • Oh, Nelly, my child. 
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how little you know me I But oh, I am so glad you 
have told me all about it yourself. That was what 
I was longing for. I did so want my Kttle girl to 
be true to her own honest heart' 

** And then she went on to explain that she had 
known it all from the first. She had not been 
asleep the day that I disobediently opened the cup- 
board, at least she had wakened up in time to see 
what had happened, and she had earnestly hoped 
that I would make up my mind to tell it frankly. 
That was what had so disappointed her the next 
day when she had quite thought I had come on 
purpose to tell it alL Then when my father had 
come to consult her about the queer state I seemed 
to be in, she had not felt surprised. She had quite 
understood it all, though she hcul not said so to him, 
and she had resolved to try to win my confidence. 
She told me too that she had found out from the old 
German about my buying the cup, whose reappear- 
ance she could not at first explain. 

**• I went to his shop the very next morning,' she 
told me, ' to see if he still had the fellow to the cup I 
had bought, as I knew he had two of them, and he 
told me the other had been bought by a little girl. 
Ten shillings was too much to give for it^ Nelly, 
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a great deal too much for you to give, and more than 
the cup was really worth. It was not a very valuable 
cup, though the colour was so pretty that I was 
tempted to buy it to place among the others/ 

" ' I don't mind about the money, grandmother/ 
I replied. ' I would have given ever so much more 
if I had had it. Tou will keep the cup now?' I 
added. 'You won't make me take it back to the 
old man? And oh, grandmother, will you really 
forgive me V 

" She told me she had already done so, fully and 
freely, from the bottom of her heart. And she said 
she would indeed keep the cup, as long as she lived, 
and that if ever again I was tempted to distrust her 
I must look at it and take courage. And she 
explained to me that even if there had been reason 
for my fears, ' even if I had been a very harsh and 
severe grandmother, your concealment would have 
done no good in the end,' she said. ' It would have 
been like the first little tiny seed of deceit, which 
might have grown into a great tree of evil, poisoning 
all your life. Oh, Nelly, never Tvefoer plant that seed, 
for once it has taken root who can say how difficult 
it may be to tear it up ?' 

** I listened with all my attention ; I could not 
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help being deeply impressed with her earnestness, 
and I was so grateful for her kindness that her 
advice found good soil ready to receive it. And 
how many, many times in my life have I not re- 
called it! For, Ealph and Sylvia and Molly, my 
darlings, remember this — even to the naturally frank 
and honest there come times of sore temptation in 
life, times when a little swerving from the straight 
narrow path of uprightness would seem to promise 
to put all straight when things have gone wrong, 
times when the cost seems so little and the gain so 
great. Ah ! yes, children, we need to have a firm 
anchor to hold by at these times, and woe for us 
then if the little evil seed has been planted and has 
taken root in our hearts." 

Grandmother paused. The children too were 
silent for a moment or two. Then Sylvia said 
gently, 

" Did you tell your father and mother all about 
it, grandmother?" 

" Yes," said grandmother, " I did — all about it. I 
told them everything. It was my own choice. My 
grandmother left it to myself. She would not tell 
them ; she would leave it to me. And, of course, I 
did tell them. I could not feel happy till I had 

L 
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done 80. They were very kind about it, very kind, 
but still it was to my grandmother I felt the most 
grateful and the most drawn. From that time till 
her death, when I was nearly grown up, she was my 
dearest counsellor and guide. I had no concealment 
from her — I told her everything. For her heart was 
so wonderfully young ; to the very last she was able 
to sympathise in aU my girUsh joys, and sorrows, and 
diflBculties." 

" like you, grandmother dear," said Molly, softly 
stroking her grandmother's hand, which she had taken 
in hers. " She must have been just like you." 

They all smiled. 

"And when she died," pursued grandmother 
gently, almost as if speaking to herself, " when she 
died and all her things were divided, I begged them 
to give me the pink cup. I might have had a more 
valuable one instead, but I preferred it. It is one of 
those two over there on the little cabinet." 

Molly's eyes turned eagerly in the direction of 
the little cabinet. "Grandmother dear," she said, 
solemnly, "when you die — I don't want you to die, 
you know of course, but when you do die, I wish you 
would say that / may have that cup — ^will you ? To 
remind me, you know, of what you have been telling 
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us. I quite understand how you mean : that day all 
my brooches were broken, I did awfuHy want not to 
tell you about them all, and I might forget, you see, 
about the little bad seed and all that, that you have 
been telling us so nicely. Please, grandmother dear, 
may I have that cup when you die ?" 

" Molly," said Sylvia, her face growing very red, 
" it is perfectly horrible of you to talk that way. I 
am quite ashamed of you. Don't mind her, grand- 
mother. She just talks as if she had -no sense 
sometimes. How can you, Molly ?" she went on, 
turning again to her sister, " how can you talk about 
dear grandmother dying? Dear grandmother, and 
you pretend to love her. 

Molly's big blue eyes opened wide with astonish- 
ment, then gradually they grew misty, and great tears 
welled up to their surface. 

" I don't pretend — I do love her," she said. " And 
I don't want you to die, grandmother dear, do I ? 
only we all must die some time. I didn't mean to 
talk horribly. I think you are very unkind, Sylvia." 

"Children, children," said grandmother's gentle 
voice, " I don't like these words. I am sure Molly 
did not mean anything I would not like, Sylvia dear, 
but yet I know how you mean. Don't be in such a 
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hurry to judge each other. And about the cup, 
Molly, I'll consider, though I hope and believe you 
will not need it to remind you of the lesson I want 
to impress on you by the story of my long-ago 
troubles. Now kiss each other, dears, and kiss me, 
for it is quite bed-time. Good-night, my little girls. 
Ealph, my boy, open the door for your sisters, and 
pleasant dreams to you alL" 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

RALPH'S CONFIDENCB. 

" Sad case it is, as you may think 
For very cold to go to bed ; 
And then for cold not sleep a wink.* 

"Wordswokth's Goody Blake. 

"Grandmother," said Ealph, when they were all 
sitting at breakfast the next morning, " didn't you say 
that your grandmother once had an adventure that 
we might like to hear ? It was at the beginning of 
the story you told us — I think it was something 
about the corkscrew staircase. I liked the story 
awfully, you know, but I'm fearfully fond of ad- 
ventures." 

Grandmother smiled. 

"I remember saying something about it," she 
said, " but it is hardly worth calling an adventure, 
my boy. It showed her courage and presence of 
mind, however. She was a very brave little woman." 

"Presence of mind," repeated Ealph. "Ah yes 1 
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that's a good thing to have. There's a fellow at our 
school who saved a child from being burnt to death 
not long ago. It was his little cousin where he 
lives. It wasn't he that told me about it, he's too 
modest, it was some of the other fellows." 

" Who is he ? what's his name ?" asked MoUy. 

"Prosper de Lastre," replied Ealph. "He's an 
awful good feUow every way." 

"Prosper de Lastre 1" repeated Molly, who pos- 
sessed among other peculiarities that of a sometimes 
most inconveniently good memory. "Prosper de 
Lastre ! I do believe, Ealph, that's the very boy you 
called a cad when you first went to schooL" 

Ealph's face got very red, and he seemed on the 
verge of a hasty reply. But he controlled himself. 

"Well, and if I did," he said somewhat gruflBiy, 
" a fellow may be mistaken, mayn't he ? " I don't 
think him a cad noWy and that's all about it." 

Molly was preparing some rejoinder when grand- 
mother interrupted her. 

"You are quite right, Balph, quMe right not to be 
above owning yourself mistaken. Who can be above 
it really ? not the wisest man that ever lived. And 
Molly, my dear little girl, why can you not learn to 
be more considerate? Do you know what 'tact' is, 

lly ? Did you ever hear of it ?" 



"MT^ 
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^ Oh yes, grandmother dear," said Molly serenely. 
" It means — it means — oh I don't quite know, but Tm 
sure I do know." 

" Think of it as meaning the not saying or doing 
to another person whatever in that other's place you 
would not like said or done to you — that is one 
meaning of tact anyway, and a very good one. "Will 
you try to remember it, Molly?" 

Molly opened her eyes. 

"Tes, grandmother dear, I will try. But I think 
all that will be rather hard to remember, because you 
see people don't feel the same. My head isn't twisty- 
tumy enough to understand things like that, quickly. 
I like better to go bump at them, quite straight 

** Without, in nine cases out of ten, the faintest 
idea what you are going to go bump straight at," said 
aunty, laughing. " Oh, Molly, you are irresistible !" 

The laughing at her had laughed back Ealph's 
good humour anyway, and now he returned to the 
charge. * 

" Twisty-turny is like a corkscrew, grandmother," 
he said slyly, " and once there was an old house with 
a corkscrew stair " 

" Tes," said grandmother, " and in that old house 
there once lived an old lady, who, strange to say, was 
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not always old. She was not very old at the time of 
the ' adventure/ You remember, children, my telling 
you that during her husband's life, my grandmother 
and he used to spend part of the winter in the old 
house where she afterwards ended her days. My 
grandfather used to drive backwards and forwards to 
his farms, of which he had several in the neighbour- 
hood, and the town was a sort of central place for 
the season of bad weather and short days. Sometimes 
he used to be kept rather late, for besides his own 
affairs, he had, like his son, my father, a good deal 
of magistrate's business to attend to. But however 
late he was detained my grandmother always sat up 
for him, generally in a Uttle sitting-room she had on 
the storey above the long drawing-room I have de- 
scribed to you, almost, that is to say, at the top of 
the house, from attic to basement of which ran the 
long ' twisty-turuy, corkscrew staircase/ One even- 
ing, about Christmas time it was, I think, my grand- 
father was very late of coming home. My grandmother 
was not uneasy, for he had told her he would be late, 
and she had mentioned it to the servants, and told 
them they need not sit up. So there she was, late 
at night, alone, sewing most likely — ah girls, I wish 
I could show you some of her sewing — in her little 
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parlour. She was not the least nervous, yet it was a 
little * eerie' perhaps, sitting up there alone so late, 
listening for her husband's whistle — he always 
whistled when he was late, so that she might be sure 
it was he, when she went down to open the door at 
his knock — and more than once she looked at the 
clock and wished he would come. Suddenly a step 
outside the room, coming up the stair, made her start. 
She had hardly time to wonder confusedly if it could be 
my grandfather, knowing all the time it could not be he 
— ^the doors were aU supposed to be locked and barred, 
and could only be opened from the inside — when the 
door was flung open and some one looked in. Not 
my grandfather certainly ; the man who stood in the 
doorway was dressed in some sort of rough work- 
man's clothes, and his face was black and grimy. 
That was all she had time to catcli sight of, for, not 
expecting to see her there, the intruder, startled, 
turned sharply round and made for the stair. Up 
jumped my little grandmother ; she took it all in in 
an instant, and saw that her only chance was to take 
advantage of his momentary surprise and start at 
seeing her. Up she jumped and rushed bravely after 
him, making all the clatter she could. Downstairs 
he flew, imagining very probably in his fright that 
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two or three people instead of one little woman were at 
his heels, and downstairs, round and round the cork- 
screw staircase, she flew after him. Never afterwards, 
she has often since told me, did she quite lose the 
association of that wild flight, never could she go 
downstairs in that house without the feeling of the 
man before her, and seeming to hear the rattle-rattle 
of a leathern apron he was wearing, which clattered 
against the banisters as he ran. But she kept her 
head to the end of the chase ; she followed him — all 
in the dark, remember — down to, the bottom of the 
staircase, and, guided by the clatter of his apron, 
through a back kitchen in the basement which 
opened into a yard — ^there she stopped — she heard 
him clatter through this cellar, banging the door — 
which had been left open,' and through which he had 
evidently made his way into the house — after him, as 
if to prevent her following him farther. Poor thing, 
she certainly had no wish to do so ; she felt her way 
to the door and felt for the key to lock it securely. 
But alas, when she pushed the door closely to, pre- 
paratory to locking it, it resisted her. Some one or 
something seemed to push against her from the out- 
side. Then for the first time her courage gave way, 
and thinking that the man had returned, with others 
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perhaps, she grew sick and faint with fright. She 
sank down helplessly on the floor for a moment or 
two. But all seemed quiet ; her courage and common 
sense returned ; she got up and felt all about the door 
cttrefully, to try to discover the obstacle. To her 
delight she found that some loose sand or earth driven 
into a little heap on the floor was what prevented 
the door shutting. She smoothed it away with her 
handy closed the door and locked it firmly, and then, 
faint and trembling but safe, made her way back to 
the little room where her light was burning. You 
can fancy how glad she was, a very few moments 
afterwards, to hear my grandfather's cheerful whistle 
outside." 

" But," interrupted Molly, her eyes looking bigger 
and rounder than usual, " but suppose the man had 
been waiting outside to catch him — ^your grandfather 
— ^grandmother, when he came in ?" 

" But the man wasn't doing anything of the sort, 
my dear Molly. He had gone oflF in a fright, and 
when my grandmother thought it over coolly, she 
felt convinced that he was not a regular burglar, and 
so it turned out. He was a man who worked at a 
smithy near by, and this was his first attempt at 
burglary. He had heard that my grandfather was to 
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be out late, through one of the servants, whom he had 
persuaded not to lock the door, on the pretence that 
he might be passing and would look in to say good- 
night It all came out afterwards." 

" And was he put in prison?" said Molly. 

" No," said grandmotjier. " The punishments for 
housebreaking and such things in those days were 
so frightfully severe, that kind-hearted people often 
refrained from accusing the wrong-doers. This man 
had been in sore want of money for some reason or 
other ; he was not a dishonest character. I believe the 
end of it was that my grandfather forgave him, and 
put him in the way of doing better." 

" That was very nice," said Molly, with a sigh of 
relief. 

" Good-bye," said Ealph, who was just then strap- 
ping his books together for school " Thank you for 
the story, grandmother. If it is fine this afternoon," 
he added, " may I stay out later ? I want to go a 
walk into the country." 

"Certainly, my boy," said grandmother. "But 
you'll be home by dinner." 

" AU right," said Ealph, as he marched off. 

"And grandmother, please," said Sylvia, "may 
Molly and I go out with Marcelline this afternoon 
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to do some shopping ? The pretty Christmas things 
are coming in now, and we have lots to do." 

" Certainly, my dears," said grandmother again, and 
about two o'clock the little girls set off, one on each 
side of good-natured MarceDine, in high spirits, to do 
their Christmas shopping. 

Grandmother watched them from the window, 
and thought how pretty they looked, and the thought 
carried her back to the time — ^not so very long ago 
did it seem to her now — when their mother had been 
just as bright and happy as they — ^the mother who 
had never lived to see them more than babies. 
Grandmother's eyes filled with tears, but she smiled 
through the tears. 

** God is good and sendB new blessings 
When the old He takes away," 

she whispered to herself. It was a blessing, a very 
great blessing and pleasure to have what she had so 
often longed for, the care of her dear little grand- 
daughters herself. 

" And Ealph," she added, " I cannot help feeling 
the responsibility with him even greater. An old 
woman like me, can I have much influence with a 
boy ? But he is a dear boy in many ways, and I was 
pleased with the way he spoke yesterday. It was 
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honest and manly. Ah ! if we could teach our boys 
what triLe manliness is, the world would be a better 
place than it is." 

The days were beginning to close in now. By 
four o'clock or half-past it was almost dark, and, once 
the sun had gone down, cold, with a peculiar biting 
coldness not felt farther noith, where the temperature 
is more equable and the contrasts less sudden. 

Grandmother put on her fur-lined cloak and set 
off to meet the little market-women. Once, twice, 
thrice she walked to the comer of the road — they 
were not to be seen, and she was beginning to fear 
the temptations of the shops had delayed them unduly, 
when they suddenly came in view ; and the moment 
they caught sight of her familiar figure off they set, 
as if touched at the same instant by an electric thrill, 
running towards her like two lapwings. 

"Dear grandmother, how good of you to come to 
meet us," said Sylvia. "We have got such nice 
things. They are in Marcelline's basket," nodding 
back towards Marcelline, jogging along after them in 
her usual deliberate fashion. 

*'S7ich nice things," echoed MoUy. "But oh, 
grandmother dear, you don't know what we saw. 
We met Ealph in the town, and I'm sure he didn't 
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want us to see him, for what do you think he was 
doing?" 

A chill went through poor grandmother's heart 
In an instant she pictured to herself all manner of 
scrapes Ealph might have got into. Had her thoughts 
of him this very afternoon been a sort of presenti- 
ment of evil ? She grew white, so white that even 
in the already dusky light, Sylvia's sharp eyes detected 
it, and she turned fiercely to Molly, the heedless. 

" You naughty girl," she said, "to go and frighten 
dear little grandmother like that. And only this very 
morning or yesterday grandmother was explaining 
to you about tact. Don't be frightened, dear grand- 
mother. Ealph wasn't doing an3rthing naughty, only 
I daresay he did'nt want us to see." 

" But what loas he doing ?" said grandmother, and 
Molly, irrepressible still, though on the verge of sobs, 
made answer before Sylvia could speak. 

" He was carrying wood, grandmother dear," she 
said — "big bundles, and another boy with him too. 
I think they had been out to the little forests to 
fetch it. It was fagots. But I didn^t mean to frighten 
you, grandmother ; I didn't know it was untact to 
tell you — I haye been thinking all day about what 
you told me." 
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" Carrying wood?" repeated grandmother, relieved, 
though mystified, " What can he have been doing 
that for?" 

" I think it is a plan of his. I am sure it is 
nothing naughty," said Sylvia, nodding her head 
sagely. "And if Molly will just leave it alone and 
say nothing about it, it will be all right,'you will see. 
Balph will tell you himseK, I'm sure, if Molly will 
not tease." 

" I won't, I promise you I won't," said Molly ; " I 
won't say anything about it, and if Ealph asks me if 
we saw him I'll screw up my lips as tight as tight, 
and not say a single word." 

" As if that would do any good," said Sylvia con- 
temptuously ; " it would only make him think we had 
seen him, and make a fuss. However, there's no fear 
of Ealph asking you anything about it. You just see 
him alone when he comes in, grandmother. 

" Oh dear, oh dear," sighed Molly, as they returned 
to the house, " I shall never understand about tact, 
never. We've got our lessons to do for to-morrow, 
Sylvia, and the verbs are very hard." 

" Never mind, I'll help you," said Sylvia good- 
naturedly, and grandmother was pleased to see them 
go upstairs to their little study with their arms round 
each other^s waists as usual — ^the best of friends. 
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Half an hour later, Salph made his appearance. 
He looked rather less tidy than his wont — ^for as a 
rale Ealph was a particularly tidy boy — ^his hair was 
tumbled, and his hands certainly could not have been 
described as clean. 

" Well, Ealph, and what have you been doing with 
yourself?* said grandmother, as he came in. 

Ealph threw himseK down on the rug. 

"My poor rug," thought grandmother, but she 
judged it wiser not, at that moment, to express her 
misgivings aloud. 

Ealph did not at once reply. Then — 

" Grandmother," he said, after a little pause. 

"WeU, myboy?" 

"Tou remember my calling one of the boys in 
my class a cad — ^what Molly began about last night ?" 

" Well, my boy ?" said grandmother again. 

" Do you remember what made me call him a cad ? 
It was that I met him carrying a great bundle of 
wood — ^little wood they call it — along the street one 
day. Well, just fancy, grandmother, Tve been doing 
it too. That's what I wanted to stay later for this 
afternoon." 

Grandmother^s heart gave a bound of pleasure at 
her boy's frankness. " Sensible child Sylvia is," she 

M 
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said to herself. But aloud she replied with a 
smile, 

" Carrying wood ! what did you do that for, and 
where did you get it ?" 

" m tell you, ril tell you all about it," said Ealph. 
" We went out after school to a sort of little coppice 
where there is a lot of that nice dry brushwood that 
anybody may take. Prosper knew the place, and 
took me. It was to please him I went. He does 
it every Thursday ; that is the day we are let out of 
school early." 

" And what does he do it for ?" asked grandmother. 
*' Is he — are his people so very poor that he has to do 
it ? I thought all the boys were of a better class," 
she added, with some inward misgiving a^ to what 
Mr. Heriott might say as to his son's present com- 
panions. 

" Oh, so they are — at least they are not what you 
would call poor," said EalpL " Prosper belongs to 
quite rich people. But he's an orphan ; he lives with 
his xmcle, and I suppose he's not rich — Prosper him- 
self, I mean — ^for he says his xmcle's always telling 
him to work hard at school, as he will have to fight 
his way in the world. He has got a little room up 
at the top of the house, and that's what put it into 
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his head about the wood. There's an old woman, 
who was once a sort of a lady, who Uves in the next 
room to his. Tou get up by a different stair; it's 
really a different house, but once, somehow, the top 
rooms were joined, and there's still a door between 
Prosper's room and this old woman's, and one morn- 
ing early he heard her crying — she was really crying^ 
grandmother, she's so old and shaky, he says — ^because 
she couldn't get her fire to light. He didn't know 
what she was crying for at first, but he peeped through 
the keyhole and saw her fumbling away with damp 
paper and stuff that wouldn't light the big logs. So 
he thought and thought what he could do — ^he hasn't 
any money hardly — and at last he thought he'd go 
and see what he could find. And he found a heauti- 
fid place for brushwood, and he carried back all he 
could, and since then every Thursday he goes out to 
that place. But, of course, one fellow alone can't 
carry much, and you should have seen how pleased 
he was when I said I'd go with him. But I thought 
I'd better tell you. Tou don't mind, grandmother ?" 
Grandmother^s eyes looked very bright as she 
replied. "Mind, my Ealph? No, indeed. I am 
only glad you should have so manly and self-denying 
an example as Prosper's, and still more glad that you 
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should have the right feeling and moral courage to 
follow it. Poor old woman! is she quite alone in the 
world? She must be very grateful to her little 
next-door neighbour." 

" I don't know that she is — at least not so very," 
said Ralph. " The fun of it was, that for ever so 
long she didn't know where the little wood came 
fix)m. Prosper found a key that opened the door, 
and when she was out he carried in the fagots, and 
laid the fire all ready for her with some of them ; 
and when she came in he peeped through the key- 
hole. She was so surprised, she couldn't make it 
out. And the wood he had fetched lasted a week; 
and then he got some more. But the next time she 
found him out." 

*'And what did she say?" 

" At first she was rather offended, till he explained 
how he had got it ; and then she thanked him, of 
course, but not so very much, I fancy. He always 
says old people are grumpy — doesn't 'grogneur* 
mean grumpy, grandmother? — ^that they can't help 
it, and when his old woman is grumpy he only 
laughs a little. But you're not grumpy, grandmother, 
and you're old ; at least getting rather old." 

"Decidedly old, my boy. But why should I be 
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grumpy? And how do you know I shouldn't be 
so if I were living up alone in an attic, with no 
children to love and cheer me, my poor old hands 
swollen and twisted with rheumatism, perhaps, and 
veiy little money. Ah, what a sad picture ! Poor 
old woman, I must try to find out some way of 
helping her/' 

"She washes lace for ladies. Prosper says," said 
Ealph, eagerly. " Perhaps if you had some lace to 
wash, grandmother." 

" I'll see what I can do," said grandmother. " You 
get me her name and address from Prosper. And, 
Ealph, we might think of something for a little 
Christmas present for her, might we not ? Tou must 
talk to your Mend about it I suppose his relations 
are not likely to interest themselves in his prot^gfo ?" 

"No," said Ealph. "His aunt is young, and 
dresses very grandly, and I don't think she takes 
much notice of Prosper himself. Oh no, you could 
do it much better than any one else, grandmother ; 
find out all about her and what she would like — in 
a nice sort of way, you know." 

Grandmother drew Ealph to her and kissed him. 
" My own dear boy," she said. 

Ealph got rather red, but his eyes shone with 
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pleasure nevertheless. " Grandmother," he said, half 
shyly, " I've had a lesson about not calling fellows 
cads in a hurry, but all the same you won't forget 
about telling us the story of Uncle Jack's cad, will 
you ?" 

" What a memory you have, Ealph," said grand- 
mother. " You're nearly as bad for stories as MoUy. 
No, I haven't forgotten. As well as I could remem- 
ber, I have written out the little story— I only wish 
I had had it in your uncle's own words. But such 
as it is, I wiU read it to you all this evening." 

Grandmother went to her Davenport, and took out 
from one of the drawers some sheets of ruled paper, 
which she held up for Ealph to see. On the outside 
one he read, in grandmother's neat, clear handwriting, 
the words 
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CHAPTEE X. 

• " THAT CAD SAWYER." 



♦* I do not like thee, Doctor Fell, 
The reason why I cannot tell." 

Old Bhyme. 

And grandmotlier of course kept her promise. That 
evening she read it aloud. 

" They were Eyebum boys — ^Eyebum boys to their 
very heart's core — Jack and his younger brother 
Carlo, as somehow he had got to be called in the 
nursery, before he could say his own name plainly." 

" That's uncle Charlton, who died when he was 
only about fifteen," whispered Sylvia to Ealph and 
Molly; "you see grandmother's written it out like a 
regular story — not saying *your tmcle this' or 'your 
uncle that,' every minute. Isn't it nice ?" 

Grandmother stopped to see what all the whisper- 
ing was about. 

" We beg your pardon, grandmother, we'll be quite 
quiet now," said the three apologetically. 
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" They had been at school at Eyebum since they 
were quite little fellows, and they thought that no- 
where in the world was there a place to be compared 
with it Holidays at home were very deKghtful, no 
doubt, but school-days were delightful too. But for 
the sayings of good-byes to the dear people leffc at 
home — father aOad mother, big sister and little one, 
I think Jack and Carlo started for their return journey 
to school at the end of the midsummer holidays very 
nearly as cheerfully as they had set off for home eight 
weeks previously, when these same delightful holi- 
days had begun. Jjwjk had not very many more half- 
years to look forward to : he was to be a soldier, and 
before long must leave Eyebum in preparation for 
what was before him, for he was fifteen past Carlo 
was only thirteen and small of his age. He had 
known what it was to be homesick, even at Eyebum, 
more than three years ago, when he had first come 
there. But with a big brother — above all a big brother 
like Jack, great strong fellow that he "was, with the 
kindest of hearts for an}rthing small or weak — ^little 
Carlo's preliminary troubles were soon over. And 
now at thirteen he 'was very nearly, in his way, as 
great a man at Eyebum as Jack himself. Jack was by 
no means the cleverest boy at the school, far from it, 



''THAT OAD SAWYER'' 169 

but he did his book work fairly well, and above all 
honestly. He was honesty itself in everything, scorned 
crooked ways, or whatever he considered meanness, 
with the exaggerated scorn of a very young and untried 
character, and, like most boys of his age, was inclined, 
once he took up a prejudice, to carry it to all lengths. 

"There was but one cloud over their return to 
school this special autunm that I am telling you of, 
and that was the absence of a favourite master — one 
of the younger ones — ^who, an unexpected piece of 
good luck having fallen to his share, had left Syebum 
the end of the laat half. 

" *I wonder what sort of a fellow we shall have 
instead of Wyngate,' said Jack to Carlo, as the train 
slackened for Eyebum station. 

" 'We shan't have any one as nice, that's certain,' 
said Carlo, lugubriously. There couldn't be any one 
as nice, could there V 

** But their lamentations over Mr. Wyngate were 
forgotten when they found themselves in the midst 
of their companions, most of whom had already 
arrived. There were such a lot of things to tell and 
to ask; the unfortunate *new boys' to glance at 
with somewhat superdHous curiosity, and the usual 
legendary caution as to 'chumming' with them, till 
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it should be proved what maimer of persons they 
were ; the adventures of the holidays to retail to one's 
special cronies ; the anticipated triumphs in cricket 
and football and paper-chases of the forthcoming 
'half' to discuss. Jack and Carlo soon foimd them- 
selves each the centre of his particular set, too busy 
and absorbed in the present to give much thought to 
the past. Only later that evening, when prayers were 
over and supper-time at hand, did the subject of their 
former teacher and his successor come up again. 

"A pale, thin, rather starved-looking yoimg man 
came into the schoolroom desiring them to put away 
their books, which they were arranging for next 
morning. His manner was short but ill-assured, and 
he spoke with a slightly peculiar accent. None of 
the boys seemed in any hurry to obey him. 

"* Cod-faced idiot V muttered one. 

" 'French frog !' said another. 

***Is that the new junior?' said Jack, looking up 
from the pile of books before him. 

" *Tes ; did you ever see such a specimen?' replied 
a tall boy beside him, who had arrived the day before. 
*And what a fellow to come after Wyngate too/ 

" ' He can't help his looks,' said Jack quietly ; 
'perhaps he's better than they are.' 
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"'Hallo, here's old Berkeley going to stick up for 
that nice specimen Sawyer I' called out the boy, 
caring little apparently whether Mr. Sawyer, who had 
only just left the room, was still within ear-shot or 
not. 

" Jack took it in good part. 

" Tm not 'sticking up' for him, nor 'not sticking 
up' for him,' he said. ' All I say is, wait a bit till 
you see what sort of a fellow he is himself, whatever 
his looks are/ 

" 'And most assuredly they're not in his favour,' 
replied the tall boy. 

" From this Jack could not honestly dissent ; Mr. 
Sawyer's looks were not, in a sense, in his favour. It 
was not so much that he was downright ugly — perhaps 
that would have mattered less — ^but he was^oor look- 
ing. He had no presence, no self-assertion, and his 
very anxiety to conciliate gave his manner a nervous 
indecision, in which the boys saw nothing but cause 
for ridicule. He did not understand his pupils, and 
still less did they understand him. But all the same 
he was a capital teacher, patient and painstaking to 
the last degree, clear-headed himself, and with a great 
power, when he forgot his nervousness in the interest 
of his subject, of making it clear to the apprehensions 
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of those about him. In class it was impossible for 
the weU-disposed of his pupils not to respect him, and 
in time he might have fought his way to more, but 
for one unfortunate circumstance — ^the unreasonable 
and unreasoning prejudice against him throughout 
the whole school. 

** Now our boys — Jack and Carlo — Jack, followed 
by Carlo, perhaps I should say, for whatever Jack 
said Carlo thought right, wherever Jack led Carlo 
came after — ^to do them justice, I must say, did not 
at once give in to this unreasonable prejudice. Jack 
stuck to his resolution to judge Sawyer by what he 
found him to be on furthur acquaintance, not to fly 
into a dislike at first sight. And for some time 
nothing occurred to shake Jack's opinion that not 
improbably the new master was better than his looks. 
But Sawyer was shy and reserved ; he liked Jack, and 
was in his heart grateful to him for his respectful 
and friendly behaviour, and for the good example he 
thereby set to his companions, only, unfortunately, the 
junior master was no hand at expressing his apprecia- 
tion of such conduct. Unfortunately too. Jack's 
lessons were not his strong point, and Mr. Sawyer, 
for aU his nervousness, was so rigorously, so scrupu- 
lously honest that he found it impossible to pass by 
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-without comment some or mach of Jack's unsatisfac* 
tory work. And Jack, though so honest himself^ was 
human^ and hoy-hximoxL, and it was not in boy-human 
nature to remain perfectly unaffected by the remarks 
called forth by the new master's frequent fault-finding. 

"'It's just that you're too civil to him by half/ 
Ms companions would' say. ' He's a mean sneak, and 
thinks he can bully you without your resenting it. 
Wyngate would never have turned heuck those verses.' 

" Or it would be insinuated how partial Sawyer 
was to little Castlefield^ 'just because he's found out 
that Castle's father's so rich' — the truth being that 
little Castlefield^ a delicate and precocious boy, was 
the cleverest pupil in the school, his tasks always 
faultlessly prepared, and his power of taking in what 
he was taught wonderfully great, though, fortunately 
for himself, his extreme good humour 6tnd merry 
nature made it impossible for his companions to dis- 
like him or set him down as a prig. 

" Jack laughed and pretended — believed indeed — 
that he did not care. 

"'I don't want him to say my verses are good if 
they're not good,' he maintained stoutly. But all the 
same he did feel, and very acutely too, the mortifica- 
tion to which more than once Mr. Sawyer's un- 
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compromising censure exposed him, little imagining 
that the fault-finding was far more painful to the 
teacher than to himself, that the short, unsympathis- 
ing manner in which it was done was actually the 
result of the young man's tender-hearted reluctance 
to cause pain to another, and that other the very boy to 
whom of all in the school he felt himseKmost attracted. 

"And from this want of understanding his master's 
real feelings towards him arose the first cloud of 
prejudice to dim Jack's reasonable judgment 

" Now at Eyeburn, as was in those days the case 
at all schools of old standing, there were legends, so 
established and respected that no one ever dreamed 
of calling them into question; there were certain 
customs tolerated, not to say approved of, which yet, 
regarded impartially, from the outside as it were, 
were open to objection. Among these, of which 
there were several, were one or two specially con- 
cerning the younger boys, which came under the 
junior master's direction, and of them all, none was 
more universally practised than the feat of what was 
called 'jumping the bar.' The * bar,' — short in reality 
for 'barrier,' — was a railing of five or six feet high, 
placed so as to prevent any of the junior boys, who 
were late in the morning, from getting round by a 
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short cut to the chapel, where prayers were read, the 
proper entrance taking them round the whole build- 
ing, a matter of at least two minutes' quick walking. 
Day after day the bar was 'jumped,' day after day 
the fact was ignored; on no boy's conscience, however 
sensitive, would the knowledge of his having made 
his way into chapel by this forbidden route have 
left any mark. But alas, when Mr. Sawyer came, 
things struck him in a different light. 

" I cannot go into the question of how far he was 
wrong and how far right. He meant well, of that 
there is no doubt, but as to his judiciousness in the 
matter, that is another affair altogether. He had 
never been at a great English school before ; he was 
conscientious to the last degree, but inexperienced. 
And I, being only an old woman, and never having 
been at school at all, do not feel myself able to give 
an opinion upon this or many other matters of which 
I, like poor Mr. Sawyer, have no experience. I can 
only, children, 'tell the tale as 'twas told to me,' 
and not even that, for the telling to me was by an 
actor in the little drama, and I cannot feel, therefore, 
that in this case the ' tale wiU gain by the teUing,' 
but very decidedly the other way. 

" To return, however, to the bar-jumping— of all the 
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boys who made a practice of it^ no one did so more 
regularly than Carlo, 'Berkeley minor/ He was 
not a lazy boy in the morning ; many and many a 
time he would have been quite soon enough in the 
chapel had he gone round the proper way; but it 
became almost a habit with him to take the nominally 
forbidden short cut — so much a habit that Mr. 
Wyngate, who was perfectly aware of it, said to him 
jokingly one day, that he would take it as a personal 
favour, if, for once, Carlo would gratify him by coming 
to chapel by the regular entrance. As for being 
blamed for his bar -jumping, such an idea never 
entered Carlo's head ; he would almost as soon have 
expected to be blamed for eating his breakfast, and, 
naturally enough, when Mr. Sawyer's reign began, it 
never occurred to him to alter his conduct For 
some time things went on as usual, Mr. Sawyer either 
never happening to see Carlo's daily piece of gym- 
nastics, br not understanding that it was prohibited. 
But something occurred at last, some joke on the 
subject, or some little remark from one of the other 
masters, which suddenly drew the new 'junior's' 
attention to the fact. And two or three mornings 
afterwards, coming upon Carlo in the very act of bar- 
jumping, Mr. Sawyer ventured mildly, but in reality 
firmly, to remonstrate. 
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" 'Berkeley/ he said, in his nervous, jerky fashion, 
'that is not the proper way from your schoohx)oni to 
chapel, is it?' 

** Carlo took this remark as a good joke, after the 
manner of Mr. Wyngate's on the same subject 

" 'No, sir,' he replied mischievously, 'I don't sup- 
pose it is.' 

" 'Then,' said Mr. Sawyer, stammering a very little, 
as he sometimes did when more nervous than usual, 
'then will you oblige me for the future by coming the 
proper way?' 

" He turned away before Carlo had time to reply, 
if indeed he had an answer ready, which is doubtful, 
for he could not make up his mind if Mr. Sawyer 
was in earnest or not. But by the next morning all 
remembrance of the junior master's remonstrance had 
faded from Carlo's thoughtless brain. Again he went 
bar-jumping to chapel, and this time no Mr. Sawyer 
intercepted him. But two mornings later, just as he 
had successfully accomplished his jump, he perceived 
in front of him the thin, uncertain-looking figure of 
the junior master. 

"'Berkeley,' he said gravely, 'have you forgotten 
what I said to you two or three days ago V 

"Carlo stared. The fact of the matter was that he 
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had forgotten, but as his remembering would have 
made no difference, considering that he had never 
had the slightest intention of taking any notice of 
Mr. Sawyer's prohibition, his instinctive honesty for- 
bade his giving his want of memory as an excuse. 

*"No,' he replied, 'at least I don't know if I did 
or not. But I have always come this way — lots of 
us do — and no one ever says anything.' 

"'But / say something now,' said Mr. Sawyer, 
more decidedly than he had ever been known to speak, 
* and that is to forbid your coming this way. And I 
expect to be obeyed.' 

" Carlo made no reply. This time there was no 
mistaking Mr. Sawyer's meaning. It was mortifying 
to have to give in to the ' mean little sneak,' as Carlo 
mentally called the new master ; still, as next morning 
he happened to be in particularly good time he went 
round the proper way. The day after, however, he 
was late, decidedly late for once, and, throwing to the 
winds all consideration for Mr. Sawyer or his orders, 
Carlo jumped the bar and made his appearance in 
time for prayers. He had not known that he was 
observed, but coming out of chapel Mr. Sawyer called 
him aside. 

"'Berkeley,' he said, 'you have disobeyed me 
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again. If this happens once more I shall be obliged 
to report you.' 

'' Carlo stared at him in blank amazement. 

"' Eeport me ?' he said. Such a threat had never 
been held out to either him or Jack through all their 
Eyebum career. They looked upon it as next worst 
to being expelled. For reporting in Eyebum parlance 
meant a formal complaint to the head-master, when 
a boy had been convicted of aggravated disobedience 
to the juniors. And its results were very severe ; it 
entirely prevented a boy's in any way distinguishing 
himself during the half-year: however hard a 'reported' 
boy might work, he could gain no prize that term. 
So no wonder that poor Carlo repeated in amazement, 

'" JRqport me ?' 

"'Yes,' said Sawyer. 'I don't want to do it, but 
if you continue to disobey me, I must,* and he turned 
away. 

"Off went Carlo to his cronies with his tale of 
wronga The general indignation was extreme. 

"Td like to see him dare to do such a thing,' 
said one. 

"'I'd risk it, Berkeley, if I were you,' said another. 
' Anything rather than give in to such a cowardly 
sneak.' 
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" In the midst of the discussion up came Jack, to 
whom, with plenty of forcible language, his brother's 
woes were related. Jack's first impulse was to dis- 
credit the sincerity of Mr. Sawyer's intention. 

"'He'd never dare do such a thing as report you 
for nothing worse than bar-jumping,' he exclaimed. 

" But Carlo shook his head. 

**'He's mean enough for anything,' he replied. 
' I believe he'll do it fast enough if ever he catches 
me bar -jumping again.' 

*" Well, you'll have to give it up then,' said Jack. 
' It's no use hurting yourself to spite him,' and as 
Carlo made no reply, the elder brother went away, 
satisfied that his, it must be confessed, not very ex- 
alted line of argument, had had the desired effect. 

" But Carlo's silence did not mean either consent 
or assent. When Jack had left them the younger 
boys talked the whole affair over again in their own 
fashion and according to their own lights — ^the result 
being that the foUowing morning, with the aggrava- 
tion of a whoop and a cry. Carlo defiantly jumped the 
bar on his way to chapel for prayers. 

" When Jack came to hear of it, as he speedily 
did, he was at first very angry, then genuinely 
distressed. 
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"'Ton will only get what you deserve if he does 
report yon/ he said to Carlo in his vexation, and 
when Carlo replied that he didn't see that he need 
give up what he had always done ' for a cad like 
that/ Jack retorted that if he thought Sawyer a cad 
he should have acted accordingly, and not trusted to 
his good feeling or good nature. But in his heart of 
hearts Jack did not believe the threat would be 
carried out, and, unknown to Carlo, he did for his 
brother what he would never have done for himself. 
As soon as morning school was over he went to Mr. 
Sawyer to beg him to reconsider his intention, ex- 
plaining to the best of his ability the extenuating 
circumstances of the case — the tacit indulgence so 
long accorded to the boys, Carlo's innocence^ in the 
first place, of any intentional disobedience. 

" Mr. Sawyer heard him patiently ; whether his 
arguments would have had any efifect, Jack» at that 
time at least, had not the satisfaction of knowing, for 
when he left off speaking Mr. Sawyer replied quietly, 

"* I am very sorry to seem severe to your brother, 
Berkeley, but what I have done I believed to be my 
duty. I have already reported him.' 

" Jack turned on his heel and left the room with- 
out speaking. Only as he crossed the threshold one 
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word of unutterable contempt fell from between his 
teetL * Cad* he muttered, careless whether Sawyer 
heard him or not. 

^ And from that moment Jack's championship of 
the obnoxious master was over; and throughout the 
school he was never spoken of among the boys, big 
and little, but as ' that cad Sawyer.' 

" Though, after all, the * reporting' turned out less 
terrible than was expected. How it was managed I 
cannot exactly say, but Carlo was let off with a 
reprimand, and new and rigorous orders were issued 
against 'bar-jumping' imder any excuse whatever. 

" I think it probable that the 'authorities' privately 
pointed out to Mr. Sawyer that there might be such 
a thing as over-much zeal in the dischaige of his 
duties, and if so I have no doubt he took it in good 
part. For it was not zeal which actuated him — ^it 
was simple conscientiousness, misdirected perhaps by 
his inexperience. He could not endure hurting any 
one or anything, and probably his very knowledge of 
his weakness made him afraid of himself. Be that as 
it may, no one concerned rejoiced more heartily than 
he at Carlo's acquittal. 

"But it was too late — the mischief was dona 
Pay by day the exaggerated prejudice and suspicion 
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with which he was regarded became more apparent. 
Yet he did not resent it — he worked on, hoping that 
in time it might be overcome, for he yearned to be 
liked and trusted, and his motives for wishing to do 
well at Eyebum were very strong ones. 

"And gradually, £ts time went on, things improved 
a little. Now and then the better-disposed of the 
boys felt ashamed of the tacit disrespect with which 
one so enduring and inoffensive was treated ; and 
among these better-disposed I need hardly say was 
our Jack. 

" It was the end of October. But a few days were 
wanting to the anniversary so dear to schoolboy hearts 
— ^that of Gunpowder Plot This year the fifth of 
November celebration was to be of more than ordinary 
magnificence, for it was the last at which several of 
the elder boys^ among them Jack, could hope to be 
present Eireworks committees were formed and 
treasurers appointed, and nothing else was spoken of 
but the sums collected and promised, and the ap- 
portionment thereof in Catherine wheels, Chinese 
dragons, and so on. Jack was one of the treasurers. 
He had been very successful so far, but the sum 
total on which he and his comptmions had set their 
hearts was still unattained. The elder boys held a 
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committee meeting one day to consider ways and 
means, and the names of all the subscribers were 
read out 

"* We should manage two pounds more ; we'd do 
then/ said one boy. 

"'Are you sure everybody's been asked?* said 
another, running his eye down the lists. * Bless me, 
Sawyer^s not in,' he added, looking up inquiringly. 

*" No one would ask him,' said the first boy, shrug- 
ging hid shoulders. 

*' A sudden thought struck Jack. 

••an tell you what, Fll do it,' he said, 'and, be- 
tween ourselves, I shouldn't much wonder if he comes 
down handsomely. He's been very civil of late — ^I 
rather think he'd be glad of an opportunity to do 
something obliging to make up for that mean trick 
of his about Carlo, and what's more,' he added 
mysteriously, ' I happen to know he's by no means 
short of funds just now.' 

** They teased him to say more, but not another 
word on the subject could be got out of Jack. What 
he knew was this — that very morning when the 
letters came, he had happened to be standing beside 
Mr. Sawyer, who, with an eager face, opened one that 
was handed to him. He was nervous as usual, more 
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nervous than usual probably, and perhaps his hands 
were shaking, for as he drew his letter hastily out of 
the envelope, something fluttered to the ground at 
Jack's feet. 

"It was a cheque for twenty pounds, and con- 
spicuous on the lowest line was the signature of a well- 
known publishing firm. Instinctively Jack stooped 
to pick it up and handed it to its owner — it had been 
impossible for him not to see what he did, but he had 
thought no more about it, beyond a passing wonder 
in his own mind, as to 'what on earth Sawyer got to 
write about,' and had forgotten all about it tOl the 
meeting of the fireworks committee recalled it to his 
memory. 

" But it was with a feeling of pleasant expectancy, 
not unmixed with some consciousness of his own 
magnaniniity in 'giving old Sawyer a chance again,' 
that Jack made his way to the junior master's quarters, 
the list of subscribers in his hand. 

" He made a pleasant picture, as, in answer to the 
'come in' which followed his knock at the door, he 
opened it and stood on the threshold of Mr. Sawyer's 
room — his bright, honest, blue-eyed, fair-haired 
'English boy' face smiling in through the doorway. 
With almost painful eagerness the junior master bade 
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him welcome ; he liked Jack so much, and would so 
have rejoiced could the attraction have been mutuaL 
And this was the first time that Jack had voluntarily 
sought Mr. Sawyer in his own quarters since the bar- 
jumping aflfair. Mr. Sawyer's spirits rose at the sight 
of him, and hope again entered his heart — ^hope that 
after all, his position at Byebum, which he was begin- 
ning to fear it was nonsense to attempt to retain, in 
face of the evident dislike to him, might yet alter 
for the better. 

"'I have not a good way with them — ^that must 
be it/ he had said to himseK sadly that very morning. 
'I never knew what it was to be a boy myself, and 
therefore I suppose I don't understand boys. But if 
they could but see into my heart and read there how 
earnestly I wish to do my best by them, surely we 
could get on better together.' 

" 'Well, Berkeley — glad to see you — what can I 
do for you V said Sawyer, with a little nervous attempt 
at off-hand friendliness of manner, in itself infinitely 
touching to any one with eyes to take in the whole 
situation and judge it and him accordingly. But 
those eyes are not ours in early life, more especially 
in Joy-life. We must have our powers of mental 
vision quickened and cleared by the magic dew of 
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sad experience — experience which alone can give 
sympathy worth having, ere we can understand the 
queer bits of pathos we constantly stumble upon in 
life, ere we can begin to judge our fellows with the 
large-hearted charity that alone can illumine the glass 
through which for so long we see so very 'darkly.' 

" *I have come to ask you for a subscription for 
the fifth of November fireworks, Mr. Sawyer,' said 
Jack, plunging, as was his habit, right into the middle 
of things, with no beating about the bush. 'We've 
asked all the other masters, and every one in the school 
has subscribed, and I was to tell you, sir, from the 
committee that they'll be very much obliged by a 
subscription — and — and I really think they'll all be 
particularly pleased if you can give us something 
handsome.' 

"The message was civil, but hardly perhaps, 
coming from pupils to a master, 'of the most re- 
spectful,' as French people say. But poor Sawyer 
understood it — ^in some respects his perceptions were 
almost abnormally sharp ; he read between the lines 
of Jack's rough-and-ready, boy-like manner, and 
understood perfectly that here was a chance for him 
— a chance in a thousand, of gaining some degree of 
the popularity he had hitherto so unfortunately failed 
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to obtaiiL And to the bottom of his heart he felt 
grateful to Berkeley — ^but alas I 

" He grew crimson with vexation. 

" *I am dreadfully sorry, Berkeley/ he sflid, 'dread- 
ftdly soriy that I cannot respond as I would like to 
your request. At this moment unfortunately, I am 
very peculiarly out of pocket Stay/ — ^with a 
momentary gleam of hope, 'will you let me see the 
subscription list How — how much do you think 
would please the boys ? ' 

" 'A guinea wouldn't be — ^would please them very 
much, and of course two would be still better/ said 
Jack drily. Already he had in his own mind pro- , 
nounced a final verdict upon Mr. Sawyer, already he 
had begun to teU himself what a fool he had been 
for having anything more to do with him, but yet, 
with the British instinct of giving an accused man a 
fair chance, he waited till all hope was over. 

"' A guinea, two guineas V repeated Mr. Sawyer 
sadly. 'It is perfectly impossible;' and he shook 
his head regretfully but decidedly. * Half-a-crown, 
or five shillings perhaps, if you would take it,' he 
added hesitatingly, but stopped short on catching 
sight of the hard, contemptuous expression that over- 
spread Jack's face, but a moment ago so sunny. 
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'"No thank you, sir/ he replied 'I should be 
very sorry to take aiiy" subscription from you, know- 
ing what I do, and so would all my companions. 
You're a master, sir, and I'm a boy, but I can tell 
you I wish you were a boy that I might speak out. I 
couldn't help seeing what came to you by post this 
morning — ^you know I couldn't — and yet on the face 
of that you tell me you're too hard-up to do what I 
came to ask like a gentleman — and what would 
have been for your good in the end too. Fm not 
going to tell what came to my knowledge by accident ; 
you needn't be afraid of that, but I'd be uncommonly 
sorry to take anything from you for our fireworks.' 

''And again Jack turned on his heel, and in hot 
wrath left the under-master, muttering again between 
his set teeth as he did so the one word ' cad.' 

"'Jack,' Mr. Sawyer called after him, but either 
he did not call loud enough or Jack would not take 
any notice of his summons, for he did not return. 
"What a pity I Had he done so, Mr. Sawyer, who 
understood him too well to feel the indignation a 
more superficial person would have done at his 
passionate outburst, had it in his heart to take the 
hasty, impulsive, generous-spirited lad into his 
confidence, and what might not have been the result*? 
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What a diflferent future for the poor under-master, 
had he then and there and for ever won from the 
boy the respect and sympathy he so well deserved ! 

"Jack returned to his companions gloomy but 
taciturn. He gave them to understand that his 
mission had failed, and that henceforth he would have 
nothing to say to Sawyer that he could help, and 
that was alL He entered into no particulars, but 
there are occasions on which silence says more than 
words, and from this time no voice was ever raised in 
the junior master's defence — ^throughout the school 
he was never referred to except as * the cad,' or * that 
cad Sawyer/ 

" And alone in his own room, Mr. Sawyer, sorrow- 
ful but unresentful still, was making up his mind 
that his efforts had been all in vain. ' I must give 
it up,' he said. 'And both for myself and the boys 
the sooner the better, before there is any overt dis- 
respect which would Juive to be iioticed. It is no use 
fighting on. I have not the knack of it The boys 
will never like me, and I may do harm where I would 
wish to do good. I must try something else.' 

" Two or three weeks later — a month perhaps — 
the boys were one day surprised by the appearance 
of a strange face at what had been Mr. Sawyer's desk. 
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And on inquiry the new comer proved to be a young 
curate accidentally in the neighbourhood, who had 
undertaken to fill for a few weeks the under-master^s 
vacant place. The occurrence made some sensation 
— it was unusual for any change of the kind to 
take place during a term. * Was Sawyer ill V one 
or two of the boys asked, as there came before them 
the recollection of the yoimg man's pale and care- 
worn face, and they recalled with some compunction 
the Pariah-like life that for some time past had been 
his. 

" No, he was not ill, they were informed, but he 
had requested the head-master to supply his place 
and let him leave, for private reasons, as soon as 
possible. 

"What were the private reasons? The head- 
master and his colleagues had tried in vain to arrive 
at them. TSoi one syllable of complaint had fallen 
from the junior master's lips. He had simply re- 
peated that, though sorry to cause any inconvenience, 
it was of importance to him to leave at once. 

"' At least,' he said to himself, ' I shall say nothing 
to get any of them into trouble after I am gone.' 

" And he had begged, too, that no public intima- 
tion of his resignation should be given. 
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^ But one or two of the boys had known it before 
it actually occurred — and among them the Berkeley 
brothers. Late one cold evening, for winter had set 
in very early that year, Mr. Sawyer had stopped 
them on their way across the courtyard to their 
own rooms. 

"' Berkeley/ he had said, ' I am leaving early to- 
morrow morning. I should like to say good-bye and 
shake hands with you before I go. I have not taken 
a good way with you boys, somehow, and — and the 
prejudice against me has been very strong. But some 
day — when you are older perhaps, you may come to 
think it possible you have misunderstood me. Be 
that as it may, there is not and never has been any 
but good feeling towards you on my part.' 

*' He held out his hand, but a spirit of evil had 
taken possession of Jack — a spirit of hard, unforgiv- 
ing prejudice. 

*" Good-bye, Mr. Sawyer,' he said, but he stalked 
on without taking any notice of the out-stretched 
hand, and Carlo, echoing the cold 'Good-bye, Mr. 
Sawyer,' followed his example. 

"But little Carlo's heart was very tender. He 
slept iU that night and early, very early the next morn- 
ing he was up and on the watch. There was snow 
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on the ground, snow, though December had scarcely 
set in, and it was very cold. 

" Carlo shivered as he hung about the door lead- 
ing to Mr. Sawyer's room, and he wondered why the 
fly which always came for passengers by the early 
London train had not yet made its appearance, little 
imagining that not by the comfortable express, but 
third class in a slow ' parliamentary ' Mr. Sawyer's 
journey was to be accomplished. And, when at last 
the thin figure of the under-master emerged from the 
doorway, it went to the boy's heart to see that he 
himself was carrying the small black bag which held 
his possessions. 

"'I have come to wish you good-bye .again, sir,' 
said Carlo, * and I am sorry I didn't shake hands last 
night. And — and — I believe Jack would have come 
too, if he'd thought of it.' 

" Mr. Sawyer's eyes glistened as he shook the small 
hand held out to him. 

"'Thank you, my boy,' he said earnestly, how 
much I thank you you will never know.' 

"*And is that all your luggage?' asked Carlo, 
half out of curiosity, half by way of breaking the 
melancholy of the parting, which somehow gave him 
a choky feeling about the throat. 
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"' Oh no/ said Mr. Sawyer, entering into the boy's 
shrinking from anything like a scene, ' oh no, I sent 
on my box by the carrier last Saturday. It would 
have been rather too big to carry.' He spoke in his 
usual commonplace tone, more cheerful, less nervous 
perhaps than its wont. Then once more, with a 
second hearty shake of the hand, 

" ' Good-bye again, my boy, and God bless you.' 
And Carlo, his eyes dim in spite of his intense 
determination to be above such weakness, stood 
watching the dark figure, conspicuous against the 
white-sheeted ground and steel-blue early morning 
winter sky. 

"'I wonder if we've been right about him,' he 
said to himself. ' I'm glad I came, any way.' 

" And there came a day when others beside little 
Carlo himself were glad, oh so glad, that he had ' come' 
that snowy morning to bid the solitary traveller Grod- 
speed. 
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OHAPTEE XL 

" THAT CAD SAWYER." — PART II. 

'' Did the road wind uphill all the way ? 
Yes to the very end." 

Chbistina Robsetti. 

Grandmother's voice had faltered a little now and 
then during the latter part of her reading. The 
children looked at each other significantly. 

" TJnde Carlo died you know," whispered Sylvia 
again to Salph and Molly. 

" And uncle Jack too," said Ealph, 

" Yes, but much longer after. Uncle Carlo was 
only a boy when he died/' said MoUy, as if the fact 
infinitely aggravated the sorrow in his case. 

Their whispering did not interrupt their grand- 
mother this time. She had already paused. 

" I think, dears," she said, " I had better read the 
rest to-morrow evening. There is a good deal more 
of it, and my voice gets tired after a while." 
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" Couldn't I read it for you, mother dear V said 
aunty. 

Grandmother smiled a little roguishly. " No, my 
dear, thank you," she said. " I think I like best to 
read myself what I have written myself. And you, 
according to that, will have your turn soon, Laura." 

*' Mother! how did you find out what I was 
doing ?'* exclaimed aunty. 

"A little bird told me, of course," said grand- 
mother, smiling. "You know how clever my little 
birds are." 

During this mysterious conversation the children 
had sat with wide open eyes and puzzled faces. 
Suddenly a light broke upon Sylvia. 

"I know, I know," she cried. ''Aunty's writing 
a story for us too. Oh, you delightful aunty !" 

"Oh you beautiful aunty! oh you delicious aunty!" 
echoed Molly. " Why don't you say something too, 
Ealph?" she exclaimed, turning reproachfully to her 
brother. " You like stories just as much as we do 
— ^you know you do." 

" But you and Sylvia have used up all the adjec- 
tives," said Ealph. " What can I call aunty, unless 
I say she's a very jolly fellow ?" 

"Eeserve your raptures, my dears," said aimty. 
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^ * The proof of the pudding's in the eating/ remember. 
Perhaps you may not care for my story when you 
hear it. I am quite willing to wait for your thanks 
till you have heard it." 

"But any way, aunty dear, we'll thank you for 
having tried*^ said Molly encouragingly. " I daresay 
it won't be quite as nice as grandmother's. You see 
you're so much younger, and then I don't think any- 
body could tell stories like her, could they? But, 
grandmother dear," she went on, " would you mind 
telling me one thing? When people write stories 
how do they know aU the things they tell ? How do 
you know what poor .Mr. Sawyer said to himself 
when he was alone in his room that day ? Did he 
ever tell anybody ? I know the story's true, because 
uncle Jack told it you himself, only I can't make out 
how you got to know all those bits of it, like." 

"What a goose you are, Molly I" exclaimed both 
Balph and Sylvia. " How could any stories ever be 
written if people went on about them like that ?" 

But Molly's honest puzzled face made grandmother 
smile. 

" I know how you mean, dear," she said, " I used 
to think like that mysel£ No, I don't know eocactly 
the very words Mr. Sawyer said to Iiimself, but, judging 
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from my knowledge of the whole story, I put myself, 
as it were, in his place, and picture to myself what I 
would have said. I told you I had altered it a littla 
When your uncle wrote it out it was all in the first 
person, but not having been an eye-witness, as he 
was, it seemed to me I could better give the ^rU 
of the story by putting it into this form. Do you 
understand at all better, dear? When you have 
heard the whole to the end you will do so, I think. 
All the part about Carlo I had from his own lips." 

" Thank you, grandmother dear. I think I under^ 
stand," said Molly, and she was philosophical enough 
to take no notice of the repeated whisper which 
reached her ears alone. " Oh, you are a goose I" 

It was not till the next evening that grandmother 
went on with the second part of her story. 

" What do aU those stars mean V asked MoUy, 
peeping over her grandmother's shoulder before she 
began to read. " Look Sylvia, how funny !" and she 
pointed to a long row of * * * * 

at the end of the first part of the manuscript. 

'' They mean that some length of time had elapsed 
between the two parts of the story," said grandmother. 

" Oh, I see. And each star coimts for a year, I 
suppose. Let me see ; one, two, three " 
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" Molly, do be quiet, and let grandmother go on," 
said Balph and Sylvia, their patience exhausted. 

" No, they are not counted like that," said grand- 
mother. " Listen, MoUy, and you will hear for your- 
seH." 

" The first part of my little story finished in the 
snow — on a cold December morning in England. 
The second part begins in a very diiSerent scene and 
many, many miles away from Eyeburn. Three or 
four years have passed. Some of those we left boys 
are now men — ^many changes have taken place. In- 
stead of December, it is August. Instead of England 
we have a far away country, which till that time, when 
the interest of the whole world was suddenly con- 
centrated on it, had been but little known and still 
less thought of by the dwellers in more civilised 
lands. It is the Crimea, children, and the Crimea 
on a broiling, stifiing August day. At the present 
time when we speak and think of that dreadful war 
and the sufferings it entailed, it is above all the 
wirUers there that we recall with the greatest horror — 
those terrible 'Crimean winters.' But those who 
went through it all have often assured me that the 
miseries of the summers — of some part of them at 
least — were in their way quite as great, or worsa 
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What could be much worse ? The suffocatmg heat ; 
the absence, or almost total absence, of shade ; the 
dust and the dirt, and the poisonous flies ; the foul 
water and half-putiid food ? Bad for the sound ones, 
or those as yet so — ^d oh, how intolerably dreadful 
for the sick I 

"'What could be much worae?' thought Jack 
Berkeley to himself, as after a long killing spell in 
the trenches he at last got back to his tent for a few 
hours' rest 

"'My own mother wouldn't know me,' he said to 
himself, as out of a sort of half melancholy mischief 
he glanced at his fieu^ in the little bit of cracked look- 
ing-glass which was all he had to adorn himself by. 
He "was feeling utterly worn out and depressed — so 
many of his friends and companions were dead or 
dying — ^knocked down at that time quite as much by 
disease as by Bussian bullets — in many cases the 
more terrible death of the two. And things in general 
were looking black. It was an anxious and weariful 
time. 

"Jack threw himself on the bed. He was too 
tired to undress. All he longed for was coolness and 
sleep — ^the first the less attainable of the two, for the 
thin sides of his tent were as powerless to keep out 
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the scorching heat as the biting cold, and it was not 
till many more months of both heat and cold had 
passed that any better shelter was provided for him 
or his fellows. 

''But heat and flies notwithstanding Jack fell 
asleep, and had slept soundly for an hour or two 
when he was suddenly awakened by a voice calling 
him by name. 

Berkeley/ it said, 'you are Berkeley of the 300th, 
aren't you ? I am sorry to aweiken you if you're not, 
but I couldn't see your servant about anywhere to 
ask. There's a poor fellow dying, down at Kadikoi, 
asking for Berkeley — Jack Berkeley of the 300th.* 

" 'Yes, that's me,' said Jack, rubbing his eyes with 
his smoke-begrimed hands, which he had neither 
had energy nor water to wash before he fell asleep. 
' Thaf s me, sure enough. Who is it ? What does he 
want?' 

"'I don't know who he is,' replied the other. 'I 
didn't hear his name. He's not one of us. He's a 
poor devil who's out here as a correspondent to some 
paper — ^I forget which — he's only been out a short 
time. He's dying of dysentery — quite alone, near our 
quarters. I'm Montagu of the 25th Hussars — Captain 
Montagu, and our doctor, who's looking after him, 
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sent in for me, knowing Td been at Byebum, as the 
poor fellow said something about it. But it mnst 
have been after my time. I left in '48/ 

" 'I don't think I remember you/ said Jack medi- 
tatively. ^But you may have been among the upper 
boys when I was one of the small ones.' 

'''Sure to have been,' said Captain Montagu. 
'But about this poor fellow. He was so disappointed 
when he found I was a stranger to him that I said 
I'd try to find some other Byebum boy who might 
remember him. And some one or other mentioned 
you, so I came over to look you up.* 

*' 'Very good of you,' said Jack, who was still, how- 
ever, feeling so sleepy that he could almost have 
wished Captsdn Montagu had Tiot been so good. 
'Shall I go back with you to Kadikoi? Very likely^dt's 
some one I did not know either, still one can but try.' 

-You're very tired,'said Montagu, sympathisingly. 
'I am sorry to give you such a long walk. But the 
doctor said he couldn't last long, and the poor fellow 
seemed so eager when he heard your name.' 

" ' Oh, he does know me then V said Jack, his interest 
reviving. 'I didn't understand.' 

" ' Oh yes. I mentioned your name when I heard 
it, and he said at once if it was Jack Berkeley he 
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would extremely like to see him. It was stupid of 
me not to ask his name/ 

" '1*11 be ready to go with you in a moment/ said 
Jack, after frantic efforts discovering in a bucket a 
very small reserve of water with which he managed 
to wash his face clear of some part of its grimy cover- 
ing. 'My servant's gone to Balaclava to see what he 
could get in the way of food for a change from these 
dreadful salt rations. He brought me a bottle of 
porter the other day ; it cost three shillings, but I 
never enjoyed anything so much in my life.' 

'^'I can quite believe it/ said Captain Montagu 
feelingly. 'Your servant must be worth his weight 
in gold.' 

" In another minute they were on their way. The 
sun was beginning to sink, fortimately ; it was not 
quite so hot as a few hours previously. But it was 
quite as dusty, and the walking along a recently and 
roughly made track, not worthy the name of road, 
was vfeiy tiring. It was fuUy five miles to Kadikoi — 
five miles across a bare, dried-up country, from which 
all traces of the scanty cultivation it had ever received 
were fast disappearing under the present state of 
things. There was not a tree, hardly a stunted shrub, 
to be seen, and the ground — at best but a few inches! 
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of poor soil above the sterile rock, felt hard and un- 
yielding as well as rough. It was a relief of its kind 
at last to quit the level ground for the slope leading 
down to Balaclava, where, though they were too small 
to afford anything in the shape of shade, the sight of 
some few, starved-looking bushes and some remains 
of what might once have been grass, refreshed the eye, 
at once wearied and dazzled by the glare and mono- 
tony of the sun-dried plain. 

''The tent to which Captain Montagu led the 
way stood by itself on some rising ground, a little 
behind the row of nondescript hovels or mud huts 
representing what had been the little hamlet of 
Kadikoi It looked wretched enough as the two 
young men made their way in, but everywhere looked 
wretched, only the bareness and comfortlessness im- 
pressed one doubly when viewed in connection with 
physical suffering that would have been hard to 
endure even with all the alleviations and tenderness 
of Mends and home about one. 

" The doctor was just leaving the tent — ^his time 
was all too precious to give much of it where it was 
evident that his sldll could be of no avail — ^but before 
going he had done what he could for the sick man's 
comfort, and he lay now, pale, worn, and wan, but no 
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longer in pain, and by the bedside— a low narrow 
camp stretcher — sat a young soldier, holding from 
time to time a cup of water to the dry lips of the 
dying man. Clumsy he might be, but there was no 
lack of tenderness in his manner or expression. 

"'That's one of our men that the doctor sent in,* 
whispered Montagu ; * the poor fellow there had been 
lying alone for two or three days, and no one knew. 
His Greek servant — scoundrels those fellows are — 
had deserted him,* 

Jack cautiously approached the bed. 
'This is Mr. Berkeley — Jack Berkeley of the 
300th, whom you said you would like to see,* said 
Captain Montague gently, stepping in front of 
Jack 

" The sick man*s eyes lightened up, and a faint 
flush rose in his cheeks. He was very fair, and lying 
there looked very young, younger somehow than Jack 
had expected. Had he ever seen him before ? There 
was nothing remarkable about the face except its 
peculiarly gentle and placid expression — ^yet it was 
a face of considerable resolution as well, and there 
were lines about the mouth which told of endurance 
and fortitude, almost contradicting the wistfulness 
of the boyish-looking blue eyes. Jack grew more 
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and more puzzled. Something seemed familiar to 
him, yet 

" ' How good, how very good of you to come. Do 
you remember me, Berkeley V said the invalid, feebly 
stretching out a thin hand, which Jack instinctively 
took and held gently in his own strong grasp. 

^ Jack hesitated. A look of disappointment over- 
spread the pale face. 

" ' I am afraid you don't know me. Perhaps you 
would not have come if you had understood who it was.' 

" ' I did not hear your name,' said Jack, very gently, 

' but, of course, hearing you wished to see me ' he 

hesitated. ' Were we at Eyebum together V 

" * Yes,' said the dying man. ' My — my name is 
Sawyer — Philip Sawyer — but you only knew my 
surname, of course.' 

** Jack understood it alL Even before the name 
was mentioned, the slight nervous stammer, the faint 
peculiarity of accent, had recalled to his memory the 
poor young junior master, whose short, apparently 
unsuccessful, Syebum career had left its mark on the 
lives of others besides his own. 

" Jack understood — not so the sick man. He was 
surprised and almost bewildered by the eagerness with 
which his visitor received his announcement. 
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** * Sawyer, I^j. Sawyer!' he exclaimei ' You can- 
not imagine how glad I am to see you again. I don't 
mean — I am terribly sorry to see you like this — but 
I have so often wished to find you, and I could never 
succeed in doing so/ 

'' He turned as he spoke to Captain Montagu. 

" ' m stay with him for an hour or two — as long 

as I can,' he said. ' I think, ^'he added, glancing at 

the extempore sick-nurse, and hesitating a little. 
Captain Montagu understood the glance. 

" ' Come, Watson,' he said to the young soldier, 
' Mr. Berkeley will sit with — with Mr. ^ 

" ' Sawyer,' said Jack. 

— " 'With Mr. Sawyer for a while. Shall he return 
in an hour, Berkeley ?' 

" * Thank you, yes,' said Jack, and then he found 
himself alone with his old master. 

" ' You said you tried to trace me after I left 
Eyebum,' said Sawyer. 'Will you tell me why? 
There was no special reason for it, was there ? I know 
I was disliked, but the sort of enmity I incurred 
must soon have died out. I was too insignificant 
for it to last. And the one great endeavour I made 
was to injureno one. That was why I left hurriedly 
— ^before I should be forced to make any complaints.' 
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" He stopped — exhausted already by what he had 
said. 'And I have so much to say to him/ he 
whispered regretfully to himself. 

" ' I know/ said Jack sadly. ' I understood it all 
before you had left many months/ 

** Mr. Sawyer looked pleased but surprised. 

" * It is very kind of you to speak so/ he said. * I 
remember that dear little brother of y/)urs when he 
came to see me off that last morning — I remember 
his saying, ' I'm sure Jack would have come if he had 
thought of it' You don't know what a comfort the 
remembrance of that boy has been to me sometimes. 
You must teU him so. Dear me — he must be nearly 
grown up. Is he too in the army V 

" * No, oh no/ said Jack. ' He — ^he died the year 
after you knew him/ 

" Sawyer's eyes looked up wistfuUy in Jack's face. 
' Dead ?' he said. ' That dear boy ? ' 

" ' Yes/ Jack went on. ' It was of scarlet fever. 
It was very bad at Eyeburn that halt We both had 
it, but I was soon well again. It was not till Carlo 
was ill that he told me of having run over to wish 
you good-bye that morning — he had been afraid I 
would laugh at him for being soft-hearted — what a 
young brute I was^forgive my speaking so, Sawyer, 
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but I can't look back to that time without shame. 
What a life we led you, and how you bore it I Ton 
were too good for us.' 

" Sawyer smiled. * No/ he said. ' I cannot see 
it that way. I had not the knack of it — I was not 
fit for the position. The boys were very good boys, 
as boys go. It would have been inexcusable of me 
to have made them suffer for what, after all, was an 
unfortunate circumstance only. I had attempted 
what I'could not manage. And Carlo — he is dead — 
somehow, perhaps because I am so near death myself, 
it does not shock or startle me. Dear little fellow 
that he was V 

" ' And while he was ill he was constantly talking 
about you. It seemed the only thing on his con- 
science, poor little chap, that he had joined at all 
in our treatment of you. And he begged me — I would 
have promised him anything, but by that time I saw 
it plainly enough for myself — ^to try to find you and 
ask yon to forgive us both. But I little thought it. 
would have been like this — I had fancied sometimes 

* Jack hesitated, and the colour deepened in his 

sunburnt cheeks. 

" ' What V said Mr. Sawyer. ' Do not be afraid of 
my misunderstanding anything you say.' 

P 
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" ' I had hoped perhaps that if I found you again 
I might be able to be of some use to you. And now 
it is too late. For you see we owe you some repara< 
tion for indirectly forcing you to leave Eyebum — ^you 
might have risen there — ^who knows ? I can see now 
what a capital teacher you were/ 

" Mr. Sawyer shook his head. 

" * I know I could teach,* he said, ' but that was 
alL I did not understand boys' ways. I never was 
a boy myself But put all this out of your mind, 
Berkeley, for ever. In spite of aU the disappoint- 
ment, I was very happy at Eyebum. The living 
among so many healthy-minded happy human beings 
was a new and pleasant experience to me. Short as 
it was, no part of my life has left a pleasanter remem- 
brance. Tou say you would like to do something for 
me. Win you write to my mother after I am gone, 
and tell her ? TeU her how little I suffered, and how 
good every one was to me, a perfect stranger. Will 
you do this?' 

" Jack bent his head. ' Willingly,* he said. 

" * You will find her address in this book,* he went 
on, handing a thick leather pocket-book to Jack. 
* Also a sort of will — ^roughly drawn up, but correctly — 
leaving her all I have, and the amount of that, and 
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the Bank it is in — all is noted. I have knocked about 
so — since I was at Eyebum I have tried so many 
things and been in so many places, I have learnt to 
face all eventualities. I was so pleased to get the 
chance of coming out here ' 

*' He stopped again. 

" * You must not tire yourself so,' said Jack. 

" 'What does it matter ? I can die so much more 
easily if I leave things clear — for, trifling as they are, 
my poor mother's comfort depends on them. And 
I am so glad too for you to understand about me, 
Berkeley. That day — it went to my heart to have to 
refuse you about the subscription for the fireworks.' 

" *Don't speak of it. I know you had some good 
motive,' said Jack. 

'* 'Necessity — sheer, hard necessity,' said poor 
Sawyer. 'The money I had got that morning was 
only just in time to save my younger brother from 
life-long disgrace, perhaps imprisonment.' 

** Then painfully — in short and broken sentences 
— he related to Jack the history of his hard, sad, but 
heroic life. He did not think it heroic — ^it seemed to 
him, in his single-minded conscientiousness, that he 
had done no more than his duty, and that but imper- 
fectly. He had given his life for others, and, hardest 
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of all, for others who had little appreciated his 
devotion. 

" 'My father died when I was only about twelve/ 
he said. 'He had been a clergyman, but his health 
failed, and he had to leave England and take a small 
charge in Switzerland, There he met my mother — a 
Swiss, and there I was partly brought up. When he 
died he told me I must take his place as head of 
the family. I was not so attractive as my brother 
and sister ; I was shy and reserved. Naturally my 
mother cared most for them. I fear she was too in- 
dulgent. My sister married badly, and I had to try 
to help her. My poor brother, he was always in 
trouble and yet he meant well * 

"And so he told Jack the whole melancholy 
history, entering into details which I have forgotten, 
and which, even if I remembered them, it would be 
only painful to relate. His brother was now in 
America — doing well he hoped, thanks of course to 
him ; his sister's circumstances too had improved. 
For the first time in his life Sawyer had begun to 
feel his burdens lessening, when he was brought face 
to face with the knowledge that all in this world 
was over for him. Uncomplainingly he had, through 
all these long years, borne the heat and burden of the 



''THAT GAD SAJVYER." 213 

day ; rest for him was to be elsewhere, not here. But 
as he had met life, so he now met death — calmly 
and nnrepiningly, certain that hard as it had been, 
hard as it seemed now, it must yet be for the best — 
the solving of the riddle he left to God. 

"And his last thought was for others — ^for the 
mother who had so little appreciated him, who re- 
quired to lose him, perhaps, to bring home to her his 
whole value. 

" *I have always foreseen the possibility of this,' 
he said, 'and prepared for it as best I could. Besides 
the money I have confided to you, I insured my life, 
most fortunately, last year. She will have enough 
to get on pretty comfortably — and tell her,' he hesi- 
tated, ' I don't think she will miss me very much. I 
have never had the knack of drawing much affection 
to myself. But tell her I was quite satisfied that it 
is all for the best, and Louis may yet return to cheer 
her old age.' 

" Jack stayed till he could stay no longer. Then, 
with a grasp of the hand which meant more than 
many words, he left his new, yet old friend, promis- 
ing to be down again at Kadikoi first thing in the morn- 
ing. 'But take the papers with you, Berkeley, the 

papers and the pocket-book, in case, you know * 

were Sawyer's last words to him. 
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" Jack was even earlier the next day than he had 
expected. But when he got to the tent the canvas 
door was drawn to. 

"'Asleep?' he said to the doctor of the 25th 
Hnssars, who came up at that moment, recognising 
him. 

" ' Yes/ said the doctor, bending his head rever- 
ently, as he said the word. 

"He unfastened the door, and. signed to Jack to 
follow him. Jack understood — ^yes, asleep indeed. 
There he lay — all the pain and anxiety over, and as 
the two men gazed at the peaceful face, there came 
into Jack's mind the same words which his mother 
had whispered over the d«ad face of his little brother, 
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Of such is the kingdom of Heaven *.'* 
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CHAPTER XIL 

A CHRISTMAS ADVENTURK 

^' With bolted doors and windows wedged. 
The care was all in yain ; 
For there were noises in the night 
Which nothing could explain." 

Gkakdmamma and the Fairies. 

The children had gone quietly to bed the evening 
before when grandmother had finished the reading of 
her story. They just kissed her and said, " Thank you, 
dear grandmother," and that was alL But it was all 
she wanted. 

"I felt, you know," said MoUy to Sylvia when 
they were dressing the next morning, " I felt a sort 
of feeling as if I'd been in church when the music 
was awfully lovely. A beautiful feeUng, but strange 
too, you know, Sylvia? Particularly as Uncle 
Jack died too. When did he die ? Do you know, 
Sylvia ? Was it at that place ? " 

"What place?" said Sylvia curtly. When her 
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feelings were touched she had a way of growing curt 
and terse, sometimes even snappisL 

" That hot place — ^without trees, and all so dusty 
and dirty — ^Kadi — ^Kadi — ^I forget." 

"Oh! you stupid girL Kadikoi was only one 
little wee village. You mean the Crimea — the 
Crimea is the name of all the country about there — 
where the war was." 

"Tes, of course. I am stupid," said Molly, but 
not at all as if she had any reason to be ashamed of 
the fact. "Did he never come home from the 
Crimea?" 

"No," said Sylvia, curtly again, "he never came 
home." 

For an instant Molly was silent. Then she began 
again. 

" Well, I wonder how the old lady, that poor nice 
man's mother, I mean — I wonder how she got the 
money and all that, that Uncle Jack was to settle for 
her. Shall we ask grandmother, Sylvia ?" 

" No, of course not. What does it matter to us ? 
Of course it was all properly done. If it hadn't been, 
how would grandmother have known about it ?" 

" I never thought of that. Still I would like to 
know. I think," said Molly meditatively, " I think 
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I could get grandmother to tell without exactly ask- 
ing — ^for fear, you know, of seeming to remind her 
about poor Uncle Jack." 

"You'd much better not," said Sylvia, as she left 
the room. 

But once let Molly get a thing well into her head 
" trust her," as Ealph said, " not to let it out again 
till it suited her." 

That very evening when they were all sitting to- 
gether again, working and talking, all except aunty, 
busfly writing at her little table in the comer, Molly 
began. 

" Grandmother dear," she said gently, "wasn't the 
old lady dreadfully sorry when she heard he was 
dead?" 

For a moment grandmother stared at her in be- 
wilderment — her thoughts had been far away. 
" What are you saying, my dear ?" she asked. 

Sylvia frowned at Molly across the table. Too 
weU did she know the peculiarly meek and submis- 
sive tone of voice assumed by MoUy when bent on 
— ^had the subject been any less serious than it was, 
Sylvia would have called it " mischief." 

" Molly," she said reprovingly, finding her frowns 
calmly ignored. 
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"What is it?" said Molly sweetly. "I mean, 
grandmother dear," she proceeded, " I mean the mother 
of the poor nice man that uncle was so good to. 
Wasn't she dreadfully sorry when she heard he was 
dead ?" 

"I think she was, dear," said grandmother un- 
suspiciously. " Poor woman, whatever her mistakes 
with her children had been, I felt dreadfully sorry for 
her. I saw her a good many times, for your uncle sent 
me home all the papers and directions — " in case," as 
poor Sawyer had said of himself — so my Jack said it" 

Grandmother sighed ; Sylvia looked still more 
reproachfully at Molly ; Molly pretended to be thread- 
ing her needle. 

" And I got it all settled as her son had wished. 
He had arranged it' so that she could not give away 
the money during her life. Not long after, she went 
to America to her other son, and I believe she is still 
living. He got on very well, and is now a rich man 
I had letters from them a few years ago — ^nice letters. 
I think it brought out the best of them — Philip 
Sawyer's death I mean. Still — oh no — they did not 
care for him, alive or dead, as such a man deserved." 

" What a shame it seems !" said Molly. " When / 
have children," she went on serenely, " I shall love 
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them all alike — ^whether they're ugly or pretty, if any- 
thing perhaps the ugliest most, to make up to them, 
you see." 

" I thought you were never going to marry," said 
Ealph. "For you're never going to England, and 
you'll never marry a Frenchman." 

"Englishmen might come here," replied Molly. 
" And when you and Sylvia go to England, you might 
take some of my photographs to show." 

This was too much. Ealph laughed so that he 
rolled on the rug, and Sylvia nearly fell off her chair. 
Even grandmother joined in the merriment, and 
aunty came over from her comer to ask what it was 
all about. 

" I have finished my story," she said. " I am so 
glad." 

" And when, oh, when will you read it ?" cried the 
children. 

" On the evening of the twenty-second of Decem- 
ber. I fixed that while I was writing it, for that was 
the day it happened on," said aunty. " That wiU be 
next Monday, and this is Friday. Not so very long 
to wait. And after all it's a very short story — ^not 
nearly so long as grandmother's." 

"Never mind, we'll make it longer by talking 
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about it," said Molly. " That's how I did at home 
when I had a veiy small piece of cake for tea. I 
took one bite of cake to three or four of bread and 
butter. It made it seem much more." 

" I can perfectly believe that you will be ready to 
provide the necessary amount of 'bread and butter' 
to eke out my story," said aunty gravely. 

And MoUy stared at her in such comical bewilder- 
ment as to what she meant, that she set them all oJBT 
laughing again. 

Monday evening came. Aunty took her place at 
the table in front of the lamp, and having satisfied 
herself that MoUy^s wants in the shape of needles 
and thread, thimble, etc., were supplied for the next 
half-hour at least, she began as foUows : — 

" A Christmas Adventure.' 

"On the twenty-second of December, in the year 

eighteen hundred and fifty " "No," said aunty, 

stopping short, "I can't teU you the year. MoUy 
would make all sorts of dreadful calculations on the 
the spot, as to my exact age, and the date at which 
the first grey hairs might be looked for — I will only 
say eighteen hundred and something." 
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''Fifty something," said Molly promptly. "You 
did say that, aunty." 

"•Terrible child !" said aunty. "Well, never mind, 
111 begin again. " On the twenty-second of Decem- 
ber, in a certain year, I, Laura Berkeley, set out with 
my elder sister Mary, on a long journey. We were 
then living on the western coast of England, or Wales 
rather ; we had to cross the whole country, for our 
destination was the neighbourhood, a few miles inland, 
of a small town on the eastern coast. Our journey 
was not one of pleasure — ^we were not going to spend 
'a merry Christmas' with near and dear friends and 
relations. We were going on business, and our one 
idea was to get it accomplished as quickly as possible, 
and hurry home to our parents again, for otherwise 
their Christmas would be quite a solitary one. And 
as former Christmases — ^before we children had been 
scattered, before there were vacant chairs round the 
fireside — had been among the happiest times of the 
year in our family, as in many others, we felt doubly 
reluctant to risk spending it apart from each other, 
we four — all that were left now ! 

"'It is dreadfully cold, Mary,' I said, when we 
were fairly off, dear mother gazing wistfully after us, 
as the train moved out of the station and her figure 
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on the platform grew smaller and smaller, till at last 
we lost sight of it altogether. 'It is dreadfully cold, 
isn't it?' 

" We were tremendously weU wrapped up — ^there 
were hot-water tins in the carriage, and every 
comfort possible for winter travellers. Tet it was 
true. It was, as I said, bitterly cold. 

" ' Don't say that already, Laura,' said Mary 
anxiously, ' or I shall begin to wish I had stood out 
against your coming with me.' 

" ' Oh, dear Mary, you couldn't have come alone,' 
I said. 

"I was only fifteen. My accompanying Mary 
was purely for the sake of being a companion to her, 
though in my own mind I thought it very possible 
that, considering the nature of the 'business' we were 
bent upon, I might prove to be of practical use too. 
I must teU you what this same 'business' was. It 
was to choose a house. Owing to my father's 
already failing health, we had left our own old home 
more than a year before, and till now we had been 
living in a temporary house in South Wales. But 
my father did not like the neighbourhood, and fancied 
the climate did not suit him, and besides this we 
could not have had the house after the following 
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April, had we wished it. So there had been great 
discussions about what we should do, where we should 
go rather, and much consultation of advertisement 
sheets and agents' lists. Already Mary had set off 
on several fruitless expeditions in quest of delightful 
'residences' which turned out very much the reverse. 
But she had never before had to go such a long way 
as to East Homham, which was the name of the post- 
town near which were two houses to let, each seem- 
ingly so desirable that we really doubted whether it 
would not be difl&cult to resist taking both. My father 
had known East Homham as a boy, and though its 
neighbourhood was not strikingly picturesque, it was 
considered to be eminently healthy, and he was full 
of eagerness about it, and wishing he himself could 
have gone to see the houses. But that was impos- 
sible — ^impossible too for my mother to leave him 
even for three days ; there was nothing for it but for 
Mary to go, and at once. Our decision in the case of 
one of the houses must not be delayed a day, for a 
gentleman had seen it and wanted to take it, only as 
the agent in charge of it considered that we had 'the 
first refusal,' he had written to beg my father to send 
some one to see it at once. 

" And thus it came about that Mary and I set off 
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by ourselves in this dreary fashion only two days 
before Christinas I Mother had proposed our taking 
a servant, but as we knew that the only one who 
would have been any use to us was the one of most 
use to mother, we declared we should much prefer 
the ' independence ' of going by ourselves. 

" By dint of much examination of Bradshaw we 
had discovered that it was possible, just possible, to 
get to East Homham the same night about nine 
o'clock. 

" * That win enable us to get to bed early, after 
we have had some supper, and the next day we can 
devote to seeing the two houses, one or other of 
which must suit us,' said Mary, cheerftdly. 'And 
starting early again the next day we may hope to 
be back with you on Christmas eve, mother dear.' 

"The plan seemed possible enough, — one day 
would suffice for the houses, as there was no need as 
yet to go into aU the details of the apportionment of 
rooms, and so on. That would be time enough in the 
spring, when we proposed to stay at East Homham 
for a week or two at the hotel there, and arrange our 
new quarters at leisure. It was running it rather 
close, however; the least hitch, such as failing to 
catch one train out of the many which Mary had 
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cleverly managed to fit in to each other, would throw 
our scheme out of gear; so mother promised not to 
be anxious if we failed to appear, and we, on our 
part, promised to telegraph if we met with any de- 
tention. 

" For the first half — three-quarters, I might say — 
of our journey we got on swimmingly. We caught 
all the trains ; the porters and guards were civility 
itself ; and as our only luggage was a small hand-bag 
that we carried ourselves, we had no trouble of any 
kind. When we got to Fexel Junction, the last im- 
portant station we were to pass, our misfortunes 
began. Here, by rights, we should have had a full 
quarter of an hour to wait for the express which should 
drop us at East Homham on its way north ; but when 
the guard heard our destination he shook his head. 

" ' The train's gone,' he said. 'We are more than 
half an hour late.' 

" And so it proved. A whole hour and a half had 
we to sit shivering, in spite of the big fire, in the 
Fexel waiting-room, and it was eleven at night before, 
in the slowest of slow trains, we at last found our- 
selves within a few miles of East Homham. 

"Our spirits had gone down considerably since 
the morning. We were very tired, and that has very 

Q 
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much more to do with people's spirits than almost 
any one realises. 

" ' It wouldn't matter if we were going to Mends/ 
said Mary. *But it does seem very strange and 
desolate — we two poor things, two days before 
Christmas, arriving at midnight in a perfectly strange 
place, and nowhere to go to but an inn.' 

" * But think how nice it will be, getting home to 
mother again — particularly if we've settled it all 
nicely about the house,* I said. 

" And Mary told me I was a good little thing, and 
she was very glad to have me with her. It was not 
usual for me to be the braver of the two, but you see 
I felt my responsibilities on this occasion to be great, 
and was determined to show myself worthy of them. 

" And when we did get to the um, the welcome 
we received was worthy of Dr. Johnson's praise of 
ions in general The fire was so bright, the little 
table so temptingly spread that the spirits — seldom 
long depressed — of one-and-twenty and fifteen rose 
at the sight. For we were himgry as weU as tired, 
and the cutlets and broiled ham which the good 
people had managed to keep beautifully hot and fresh 
for us — possibly they were so accustomed to the 
railway eccentricities that they had only cooked 
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them in time for our airival by the later train, for we 
were told afterwards that no one ever did catch the 
express at Fexel Junction, — the cutlets and ham, as I 
was saying, and the buttered toast, and all the other 
good things, were so good that we made an excellent 
supper, and slept the sleep of two tired but perfectly 
healthy young people till seven o'clock the next 
morning. 

"We awoke refreshed and hopeful. But alas! 
when Mary pulled up the blind what a sight met 
her eyes ! snow — snow everywhere. 

" ' What shall we do ?' she said. ' We can never 
judge of the houses in this weather. And how are 
we to get to them ? Dear me ! how unlucky !' 

" * But it has left off, and it can't be very thick in 
these few hours,' I said. * If only it keeps off now, 
we could manage.' 

" We dressed quickly, and had eaten our breakfast 
by half-past eight ; for at nine, by arrangement, the 
agent was to call for us to escort us on our voyage of 
discovery. The weather gave promise of improving, 
a faint wintry sunshine came timidly out, and there 
seemed no question of more snow. When Mr. 
Turner, the agent, a respectable fatherly sort of man, 
made his appearance, he altogether pooh-poo"^ 
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idea of the roads being impassable ; but he went on 
to saj that, to his great regret, it was perfectlj im- 
possible for him to accompany us. Mr. H , 

Mr. Walter H , that is to say, the younger son 

of the owner of the Grange, the larger of the two 
houses we were to see, had arrived unexpectedly, and 
Mr. Turner was obliged to meet him about business. 

'"I have managed the business about here for 
them since they left the Grange, and Mr. Walter is 
only here for a day,' said the communicative Mr. 
Turner. *It is most xmfortunate. But I have en- 
gaged a comfortable carriage for you, Miss Berkeley, 
and a driver who knows the country thoroughly, and 
is a very steady man. And, if you will allow me, I 
wiU call in this evening to hear what you think of 
the houses — ^which you prefer.' He seemed to be 
quite sure we should fix for one or other. 

" * Thank you, that will do very well,' said Mary, 
— ^not in her heart, to tell the truth, sorry that we 
were to do our house-hunting by ourselves. * We 
shall get on quite comfortably, I am sure, Mr. Turner. 
Which house shall we go to see first V 

"*The farthest off, I would advise,' said Mr. 
Turner. ' That is Hunter's Hall. It is eight miles 
at least &om this, and the days are so short.' 
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" * Is that the old house with the tenraced garden?' 
I asked. 

" Mr. Turner glanced at me benevolently. 

" ' Oh no, Miss/ he said. ' The terraced garden is 
at the Grange. Hunter's Hall is a nice little place, 
but much smaller than the Grange. The gardens at 
the Grange are reaUy quite a show in summer.' 

"'Perhaps they will be too much for us,' said 
Mary. ' My father does not wajit a very large place, 
you understand, Mr. Turner — not being in good health 
he does not wish to have the trouble of looking after 
much.' 

'* 'I don't think you would find it too much,' said 
Mr. Turner. ' The head gardener is to be left at Mr. 

H ^'s expense, and he is very trustworthy. But I 

can explain aU these details this evening if you will 
allow me, after you have seen the house,* and, so say- 
ing, the obliging agent bade us good morning. 

" * I am sure we shall like the Grange the best,' I 
said to Mary, when, about ten o'clock, we found our- 
selves in the carriage Mr. Turner had provided for 
us, slowly, notwithstanding the efforts of the two fat 
horses that were drawing us, making our way along 
the snow-covered roads. 

" * I don't know,' said Mary. ' I am afraid of its 
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being too large. But certainly Hunter's Hall is a 
long way from the town, and that is a disadvantage.' 

" A very long way it seemed before we got there. 

" * I could fancy we had been driving nearly twenty 
miles instead of eight,* said Mary, when at last the 
carriage stopped before a sort of little lodge, and the 
driver informed us we must get out there, there being 
no carriage drive up to the house. 

** ' Objection number one,' said Mary, as we picked 
our steps along the garden path which led to the 
front door. ' Father would not like to have to walk 
along here every time he went out a drive. Dear me !' 
she added, 'how dreadfully difficult it is to judge of 
any place in snow ! The house looks so dirty, and yet 
very likely in summer it is a pretty bright white house.' 

*' It was not a bad little house : there were two or 
three good rooms downstairs and several fairly good 
upstairs, besides a number of smaU inconvenient rooms 
that might have been utilised by a very large family, 
but would be no good at all to us. Then the kitchens 
were poor, low-roofed, and straggling. 

" * It might do,' said Mary doubtfully. ' It is more 
the look of it than anything else that I dislike. It 
does not look as if gentle-people had lived in it 
— ^it seems like a better-class farm-house.' 
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" And so it proved to be, for on inquiry we learnt 
from the woman who showed us through, that it never 
had been anything but a farm-house till the present 
owner had bought it, improved it a little, and furnished 
it in a rough-and-ready fashion for a summer residence 
for his large family of children. 

*' ' We should need a great deal of additional furni- 
ture,' said Mary. * Much of it is very poor and shabby. 
The rent, however, is certainly very low— to some ex- 
tent that would make up.' 

"Then we thanked the woman in charge, and 
turned to go. 'Dear me I' said Mary, glancing at her 
watch, 'it is already half-past twelve. I hope the 
driver knows the way to the Grange, or it will be 
dark before we get there. How far is it from here to 
East Homham?' she added, turning again to our guide. 

" * Ten miles good,' said the woman. 

" ' I thought so,' said Mary. * I shall have a crow 
to pluck with that Mr. Turner for saying it was only 
eight And how far to the Grange ?' 

" ' Which Grange, Miss ? There are two or three 
hereabouts.' 

" Mary named the family it belonged to. 

*' * Oh it is quite seven miles from here, though not 
above two from East Homham.' 
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*' * Seven and two make nine/ said Mary. ' Why 
didn't you bring iis here past the Grange ? It is a 
shorter way/ she added to the driver, as we got into 
the carriage again. 

"The man touched his hat respectfully, and replied 
that he had brought us round the other way that we 
might see more of the country. 

" We laughed to ourselves at the idea of seeing the 
country, shut up in a close carriage and hardly daring 
to let the tips of our noses peep out to meet the bitter, 
biting cold. Besides, what was there to see ? It was 
a flat, bare country, telling plainly of the near 
neighbourhood of the sea> and with its present mantle 
of snow, features of no kind were to be discerned. 
Boads, fields, and all were undistinguishable. 

" ' I wonder he knows his way,' we said to each 
other more than once, and as we drove on farther we 
could not resist a slight feeling of alarm as to the 
weather. The sky grew unnaturally dark and gloomy, 
with the blue-grey darkness that so often precedes a 
heavy fall of snow, and we felt immensely relieved 
when at last the carriage slackened before a pair of 
heavy old-fashioned gates, which were almost immedi- 
ately opened by a young womjyi who ran out from one 
of the two lodges guarding each a side of the avenue. 
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" The drive up to the house looked very pretty 
even then — or rather as if it would be exquisitely so 
in spring and summer tima 

" * Pm sure there must be lots and lots of prim- 
roses and violets and periwinkles down there in those 
woody places/ I cried. 'Oh Mary, Mary, do take 
this house/ 

'' Mary smiled, but I could see that she too was 
pleased. And when we saw the house itself the 
pleasant impression was not decreased. It was built 
of nice old red stone, or brick, with grey muUions 
and gables to the roof. The hall was oak wainscotted 
aU round, and the rooms that opened out of it were 
home-like and comfortable, as well as spacious. 
Certainly it was too large, a great deal too large, but 
then we could lock off some of the rooms. 

"'People often do so/ I said. 'I think it is a 
delicious house, don't you, I^ary V 

" One part was much older than the other, and it 
was curiously planned, the garden, the terraced gar- 
den behind which I had heard of, rising so, that after 
going upstairs in the house you yet found yourself 
on a level with one part of this garden, and could 
walk out on to it through a little covered passage. 
The rooms into which this passage opened were the 
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oldest of all — one in particular, tapestried all round, 
struck me greatly. 

" 'I hope it isn't haunted/ 1 said suddenly. Mary 
smiled, but the young woman looked grave. 

" * You don't mean to say itisV 1 exclaimed. 

** 'Well, Miss, I was housemaid here several years, 
and I certainly never saw nor heard nothing. But the 
young gentlemen did used to say things like that for 
to frighten us, and for me I'm one as never likes to 
say as to those things that isn't for us to understand.' 

" 'I do believe it is haunted,' I cried, more and 
more excited, and though Mary checked me I would 
not leave off talking about it. 

" We were turning to go out into the gardens when 
an exclamation jfrom Mary caught my attention. 

** It is snowing again and so fast,' she said, 'and 
just see how dark it is.' 

"'Twill lighten up again when the snow leaves 
off. Miss,' said the woman. *It is not three o'clock 
yet. I'U make you a bit of fire in a minute if you 

like, in one of the rooms. In here ^ she added, 

opening the door of a small bedroom next to the 
tapestry room, 'it'll light in a minute, the chimney 
can't be cold, for there was one yesterday. I put 
fires in each in turns.' 



A CHRISTMAS ADVENTUBE. 236 

" We felt sorry to trouble her, but it seemed reaUy 
necessary, for just then our driver came to the door 
to tell us he had had to take out the horses and put 
them into the stable. 

" 'They seemed dead beat,* he said, 'with the heavy 
roads. And besides it would be impossible to drive 
in the midst of such very thick falling snow. 'Twould 
be better to wait an hour or two, till it went off. 
There was a bag in the carriage — should he bring it 
in?' 

*' We had forgotten that we had brought with us 
some sandwiches and buns. In our excitement we 
had never thought how late it was, and that we must 
be hungry. Now, with the prospect of an hour or 
two's enforced waiting with nothing to do, we were 
only too thankful to be reminded of our provisions. 
The fire was already burning brightly in the little 
room — 'Mr Walter's room' the young woman called 
it — 'That must be the gentleman that was to be with 
Mr. Turner to-day,' I whispered to Mary — and she 
very good-naturedly ran back to her own little house 
to fetch the necessary materials for a cup of tea for 
us. 

" 'It is a fearful storm,' she informed us when she 
ran back again, white &om head to foot, even with 
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the short exposure, and indeed from the windows we 
could see it for ourselves. 'The snow is coming that 
thick and fast, I could hardly find my own door,' she 
went on, while she busied herself with preparations 
for our tea. 'It is aU very well in summer here, but 
it is lonesome-like in winter since the family went 
away. And my husband's been ill for some weeks 
too — ^I have to sit up with him most nights. Lasft 
night, just before the snow began, I did get such a 
fright — all of a sudden something seemed to come 
banging at our door, and then I heard a queer 
breathing like. I opened the door, but there was 
nothing to be seen, but perhaps it was that that made 
me look strange when Miss here,' pointing to me, 
'asked me if the house was haunted. Whatever it was 
that came to our door certainly rushed off this way.' 

"'A dog, or even a cat, perhaps,' said Mary. 

" The woman shook her head. 

"'A cat couldn't have made such a noise, and 
there's not a dog about the place,' she said. 

"I listened with great interest — but Mary's 
thoughts were otherwise engaged. There was not a 
doubt that the snow-storm, instead of going off, was 
increasing in severity. We drank our tea and ate 
our sandwiches, and put off our time as well as we 
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could till five o'clock. It was now of course perfectly 
dark but for the light of the fira We were glad 
when our friend froia the lodge returned with a couple 
of tallow candles, blaming herself for having forgotten 
them. 

" * I reaUy don't know what we should do/ said 
Mary to her. ' The storm seems getting worse and 
worse. I wonder what the driver thinks about it. 
Is he in the house, do you know V 

" ' He's sitting in our kitchen. Miss,' replied the 
young woman. *He seems very much put about. 
Shall I teU him to come up to speak to you ?' 

" * Thank you, I wish you would,' said Mary. ' But 
I am really sorry to bring you out so much in this 
dreadful weather.' 

The young woman laughed cheerfully. 

" ' I don't mind it a bit, Miss,' she said ; 'if you 
only knew how glad I shall be if you come to live 
here. Nothing'd be a trouble if so be as we could get 
a kind family here again. 'Twould be like old times.' 

*' She hastened away, and in a few minutes returned 
to say that the driver was downstairs waiting to speak 
to us " 

"Laura, my dear," said grandmother, "do you 
know it is a quarter to ten. How much more is there ?" 
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Aunty glanced through the pages — 

" About as much again/' she said. " No, scarcely 
so much." 

" Well then, dears, it must wait till to-morrow," 
said grandmother. 

" OA, grandmother I" remonstrated the children. 

"Aimty said it was a shorter story than yours, 
grandmother," said MoUy in a half reproachful voice. 

"And are you disappointed that it*isn't?" said 
aunty, laughing. ''I really didn't think it was so 
long as it is." 

" Oh ! aunty, I only wish it was twenty times as 
long," said Molly. " I shouldn't mind hearing it all 
over again this minute, only you see I do dreadfully 
want to hear the end. I am sure they had to stay 
there all night, and that something frightens them. 
Oh it's 'squisitely delicious," she added, "jigging" up 
and down on her chair. 

" You're a 'squisitely delicious little humbug," said 
aunty, laughing. " Now good-night all three of you, 
and get to bed as fast as you can, as I don't want 
"grandmother dear" to scold me for your all being 
tired and sleepy to-morrow." 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

A CHRISTMAS ADVENTURE. — PART H. 

" And as for poor old Rover, 
I'm sure he meant no harm." 

Old Dooqie. 

*' Molly is too sharp by half/' said aunty, the follow- 
ing evening, when she was preparing to go on with 
her story. "We had to stay there all night — that 
was the result of Mary's conversation with the driver, 
the details of which I may spare you. Let me see, 
where was I? 'The driver scratched his head,' — ^no, 
— ah, here it is I ' He was waiting downstairs to speak 
to us ;' and the result of the speaking I have told 

you, so m go on from here 

" It was so cold downstairs in the fireless, deserted 
. house, that Mary and I were glad to come upstairs 
again to the little room where we had been sitting, 
which already seemed to have a sort of home-like 
feeling about it. But once arrived there we looked 
at each other in dismay. 
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" ' Isn't it dreadful, Mary?' I said. 

** * And we shall miss the morning train from East 
Homham — ^the only one by which we can get through 
the same day — ^that is the worst of all/ she said. 

" 'Can't we be in time ? It is only two or three 
miles from here to East Homham/ I said. 

"'Yes, but you forget I mvst see Mr. Turner 
again. If I fix to t9.ke this house, and it seems veiy 
likely, I must not go away without all the particulars 
for father. There are ever so many things to ask. I 
have a list of father's, as long as my arm, of questions 
and inquiries.' 

"'Ah, yes,' I agreed; 'and then we have to get 
our bag at the hotel, and to pay our bill there/ 

" ' And to choose rooms there to come to at firsts' 
said Mary. ' Oh yes, our getting away by that train 
is impossible. And then the Christmas trains axe 
like Sunday. Even by travelling all night we can- 
not get home, I fear. I must telegraph to mother as 
soon as we get back to East Hornham.' 

" The young woman had not returned. We were 
wondering what had become of her when she made 
her appearauce laden with everything she could think 
of for our comfort. The bed, she assured us, could 
not be damp, as it had been ' to the fire ' all the pre- 
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vious day, and she insisted on putting on a pair of 
her own sheets, coarse but beautifully white, and 
fetching from another room additional blankets, 
which in their turn had to be subjected to * airing,* 
or ' firing ' rather. To the best of her ability she pro- 
vided us with toilet requisites, apologising, poor 
thing, for the absence of what we ' of course, must 
be used to,*— as she expressed it, in the shape of fine 
towels, perfumed soap, and so on. And she ended by 
cooking us a rasher of bacon and poached eggs for 
supper, all the materials for which refection she had 
brought from her own cottage. She was so kind 
that I shrank from suggesting to Mary the objection 
to the proposed arrangement, which was all this time 
looming darkly before me. But when our friend was 
about to take her leave for the night I could keep it 
back no longer. 

"'Mary,' I whispered, surprised and somewhat 
annoyed at my sister's calmness, * are you going to let 
her go away? Tou and I can't stay here all night alone.* 

"'Do you mean that you are frightened, Laura 
dear?* she said kindly, in the same tone. *I don't 
see that there is anything to be frightened of ; and if 
there were, what good would another girl — for this 
young woman is very little older than I — do us ?* 

B 
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"*She knows the house, any way, and it wouldn't 
seem so bad,' I replied, adding aloud, 'Oh, Mrs. 
Atkins' — for I had heard the driver mention her 
name — ' can't you stay in the house with us ? We 
shall feel so dreadfully strange.' 

" ' I would have done so most gladly, Miss,' the 
young woman began, but Mary interrupted her. 

*"I know you can't,' she said ; 'your husband is 
ilL Laura, it would be very wrong of us to propose 
such a thing.' 

*" That's just how it is,' said Mrs. Atkins. *My 
husband has such bad nights he can't be left, and 
there's no one I could get to sit with him. Besides, 
if s such a dreadful night to seek for any one.' 

" * Then the driver,' I said ; ' couldn't he stay some- 
where downstairs? He might have a fire in one of 
the rooms.' 

"Mrs. Atkins wished it had been thought of 
before. * Giles,' — ^which it appeared was the man's 
name — would have done it in a minute, she was sure, 
but it was too late. He had already set off to seek 
a night's lodging and some supper, no doubt, at a 
little inn half a mile down the road. 

" 'An inn ? ' I cried. ' I wish we had gone there toa 
It would have been far better than staying here.' 
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" ' Oh, it's a very poor place — ' The Drover's Eest/ 
they call it. It would never do for you, Miss,' said 
Mrs. Atkins, looking distressed that aU her efforts for 
our comfort appeared to have been in vain. ' Giles 
might ha' thought of it himself,' she added, ' but then 
you see it would never strike him but what here — ^in 
the Grange — you'd be as safe as safe. It's not a 
place for bunglaries and such like, hereabouts.' 

" ' And of course we shall be quite safe,' said Mary. 
' Laura dear, what has made you so nervous all of a 
sudden V 

" I did not answer, for I was ashamed to speak of 
Mrs. Atkins' story of the strange noises she had 
heard the previous night, which evidently Mary had 
forgotten, but I followed the young woman with great 
eagerness, to see that we were at least thoroughly 
well defended by locks and bolts in our solitude. 
The tapestry room and that in which we were to 
sleep could be locked off from the rest of the empty 
house, as a door stood at the head of the little stair 
leading up to them — so far, so welL But Mrs. 
Atkins proceeded to explain that the door at the out" 
aide end of the other passage, leading into the garden, 
could not be locked except from the outside. 

" ' I can lock you in, if you like, Miss,' she said, 
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* and come round first thing in the morning ; * but this 
suggestion did not please us at all. 

* No, thank you/ said Mary, ' for if it is fine in the 
morning I mean to get up very early and walk round 
the gardens/ 

" * No, thank you,' said I, adding mentally, ' Sup- 
posing we were frightened it would be too dreadful 
not to be able to get out/ — 'But we can lock the 
door from the tapestry room into the passage, from 
our side, can't we ?' I said, and Mrs. Atkins replied 

* Oh yes, of course you can, Miss,' turning the key in 
the lock of the door as she spoke. ' Master never let 
the young gentlemen lock the doors when they were 
boys,' she added, ' for they were always breaking the 
locks. So you see, Miss, there's a hook and staple to 
this door, as well as the lock/ 

" ' Thank you, Mrs. Atkins,' said Mary, * that wiU 
do nicely, I am sure. And now we must reaUy not 
keep you any longer from your husband. Good-night, 
and thank you very much.' 

" * Good- night,' I repeated, and we both stood at 
the door of the passage as she made her way out into 
the darkness. The snow was stiU falling very heavily, 
and the blast of cold wind that made its way in was 
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" * Oh, Mary, come back to the fire/ 1 cried. * Isn't 
it awfully cold ? Oh, Mary dear/ I added, when we 
had both crouched down beside the welcome warmth 
for a moment, * won't it be delicious to be back with 
mother again? We never thought we'd have such 
adventures, did we ? Can you fancy this house ever 
feeling home-y, Mary ? It seems so dreary now/ 

"'Yes, but you've no idea how different it will 
seem even to-morrow morning, if it's a bright day,' 
said Mary. 'Let's plan the rooms, Laura. Don't 
you think the one to the south with the crimson 
curtains will be best for father V 

" So she talked cheerfully, more, I am sure — ^though 
I did not see it at the time — ^to encourage me than to 
amuse herself And after awhile, when she saw that 
I was getting sleepy, she took a candle into the outer 
room, saying she would lock the door and make all 
snug for the night I heard her, as I thought, lock 
the door, then she came back into our room and also 
locked the door leading from it into the tapestry 
room. 

" ' You needn't lock that too/ I said sleepily; 'if 
the tapestiy door is locked, we're all right 1' 

" ' I think it's better,' said Mary quietly, and then 
we undressed, so far as we could manage to do so in 
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the extremely limited state of our toilet arrangements, 
and went to bed. 

** I fell asleep at once. Mary, she afterwards told 
me, lay awake for an hour or two, so that when she 
did fall asleep her slumber was unusually profound. 
I think it must have been about midnight when I 
woke suddenly, with the feeling — the indescribable 
feeling — ^that something had awakened me. I listened, 
first of all with only the ear that happened to be 
uppermost — ^then, as my courage gradually returned 
again, I ventured to move slightly, so that both ears 
were uncovered. N"o, nothing was to be heard. I was 
trying to compose myself to sleep again, persuading 
myself that I had been dreaming, when again — ^yes 
most distinctly — there was a sound. A sort of 
shuffling, scraping noise, which seemed to come from 
the direction of the passage leading from the tapestry 
room to the garden. Fear made me selfish. I pushed 
Mary, then shook her gently, then more vigorously. 

" ' Mary,' I whispered. ' Oh, Mary, do wake up. 
I hear such a queer noise.' 

" Mary, poor Mary awoke, but she had been very 
tired. It was a moment or two before she collected 
her faculties. 

" * Where are we ? "What is it V she said. Then 
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she remembered. 'Oh yes — what is the matter, 
Laura?' 

" listen/ I said, and Mary, calmly self-controlled 
as usual^ sat up in bed and listened. The sound was 
quite distinct, even louder than I had heard it. 

" ' Oh, Mary 1' I cried. * Somebody's trying to get 
in. Oh, Mary, what shall we do? Oh, I am so 
frightened. I shall die with fright Oh, I wish I 
had never come ! ' 

"I was on the verge of hysterics, or something of 
the kind. 

" Mary, herself a little frightened, as she afterwards 
confessed-in the circumstances what young girl 
could have helped being so ? — ^turned to me quietly. 
Something in the very tone of her voice seemed to 
soothe me. 

" ' Laura dear,' she said gravely, 'did you say your 
prayers last night ?' 

" * Oh yes, oh yes, indeed I did. But I'll say them 
again now if you like,' I exclaimed. 

" Even then, Mary could hardly help smiling. 

*' ' That isn't what I meant,' she said. ' I -mean, 
what is the good of saying your prayers if you don't 
believe what you say ?' 

" ' But I do, I do,' I sobbed. 
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^ ' Then why are you so terrified ? You asked God 
to take care of you. When you said it you believed 
He would. Why not believe it now ? Now, when you 
are tried^ is the time to show if you do mean what 
you say. I am sure God iviM take care of us. Now 
try, dear, to be reasonable, and I will get up and see 
what it is.* 

" ' But don't leave me, and I will try to be good,' I 
exclaimed, jumping out of bed at the same moment 
that she did, and clinging to her as she moved. ' Oh, 
Mary, don't you think perhaps we'd better go back 
to bed and put our fingers in our ears, and by morn- 
ing it wouldn't seem anything.' 

" ' And fancy ever after that there had been some- 
thing mysterious, when perhaps it is something quite 
simple,' said Mary. * No, I shouldn't like that at alL 
Of course I won't do anything rash, but I would like 
to find out* 

"'The fire, fortunately, was not yet quite out 
Mary lighted one of the candles with a bit of paper 
from a spatk which she managed to coax into a flame. 
The noise had, in the meantime, subsided, but just as 
we had got the candle lighted, it began again. 

"'Now,' said Mary, 'you stay here, Laura, and 
I'll go into the next room and listen at the passage 
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door/ She spoke so decidedly that I obeyed in 
trembling. Mary armed herself with the poker, and, 
unlocking our door, went into the tapestry room, first 
lighting the second candle, which she left with me. 
She crossed the room to the door as she had said. 
/ thought it was to listen ; in reality her object was 
to endeavour to turn the key in the lock of the 
tapestry room door, which she had not been able to 
do the night before, for once the door was shut the 
key would not move, and she had been obliged to 
content herself with the insecure hold of the hook 
and staple. Now it had struck her that by inserting 
the poker in the handle of the key she might succeed 
in turning it, and thus provide ourselves with a double 
defence. For if the intruder— dog, cat, whatever it 
was — ^burst the outer door and got into the tapestry 
room, my fears, she told me afterwards, would, she 
felt sure, have become uncontrollable. It was a brave 
thing to do — ^was it not ? She deserved to succeed, 
and she did. With the poker's help she managed to 
turn the key, and then with a sigh of relief she stood 
still for a moment listening. The sounds continued 
— ^whatever it was it was evidently what Mrs. Atkins 
had heard the night before — a shuffling, rushing- 
about sound, then a sort of impatient breathing. 
Mary came back to me somewhat reassured. 
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" ' Laura,' she said, ' I keep to my first opinion. 
It is a dog, or a cat, or some animal' 

'' ' But suppose it is a mad dog t' I said, somewhat 
unwilling to own that my terrors had been exag- 
gerated. 

*' 'It is possible, but not probable,' she replied 
'Any way it can't get in here. Now, Laura^ it is two 
o'clock by my watch. There is candle enough to last 
an hour or two, and I wUl make up the fire again. 
Get into bed and ^ry to go to sleep, for honestly I do 
not think there is any cause for alarm.' 

" 'But Mary, I can*t go to sleep unless you come 
to bed too, and if you don't, I can't believe you think 
it's nothing,' I said. So, to soothe me, she gave up 
her intention of remaining on guard by the fire, and 
came to bed, and, wonderful to relate, we both went 
to sleep, and slept soundly till — what o'clock do you 
think? 

** It was nine o'clock when I awoke ; Mary was 
standing by me fuUy dressed, a bright frosty sun 
shining into the room, and a tray with a cup of tea 
and some toast and bacon keeping hot by the fire. 

"'Oh, Mary r I cried, sitting up and rubbing my 
eyes. 

"'Are you rested?* she said. *I have been up 
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since dayKght — ^not so very early tJiat, at this season 
— Mrs. Atkins came and brought me some breaMast, 
but we hadn't the heart to waken you, you poor child/ 

" 'And oh, Mary, what about the noise ? Did she 
hear it r 

" 'She wasn't sure. She half fancied she did, and 
then she thought she might have been imagining it 
from the night before. But get up, dear. It is hope- 
less to try for the early train ; we can't leave till to- 
night, or to-morrow morning ; but I am anxious to 
get back to East Homham and see Mr. Turner. And 
before we go I'd like to run round the gardens.' 

" *But, Mary,' I said, pausing in my occupation of 
putting on my stockings, ' are you still thinking of 
taking this house V 

" 'Still r said Maiy. ' Why not ?' 

"'Because of the noises. If we can't find out 
what it is, it would be very uncomfortable. And 
with father being so delicate too, and often awake at 
night I* 

"Mary did not reply, but my words were not 
without effect. We ran round the gardens as she had 
proposed — they were lovely even then — ^took a cordial 
farewell of Mrs. Atkins, and set off on our return 
drive to East Homham. I must not forget to tell you 



252 « GRANDMOTHER DEAR"* 

that we well examined that part of the garden into 
wrhich the tapestry room passage led, but there were 
no traces of footsteps, the explanation of which we 
afterwards found to be that the snow had continued 
to faU till much later in the night than the time of 
our fright. 

"Mr. Turner was waiting for us in considerable 
anxiety. We had done, he assured us, the most 
sensible thing possible in the circumstances. He 
had not known of our non-arrival till late in the 
evening, and, but for his confidence in Giles, would 
have set off even then. As it was, he had sent a 
messenger to Hunter^s Hall, and was himself starting 
for the Grange. 

" Mary sent me out of the room while she spoke 
to him, at which I was not over weU pleased. She 
told him all about the fright we had had, and that, 
unless its cause were explained, it would certainly 
leave an uncomfortable feeling in her mind, and that, 
considering our father's invalid state, till she had 
talked it over with our mother she could not come 
to the decision she had hoped. 

" *It may end in our taking Hunter's Hall,' she 
said, ' though the Grange is far more suitable/ 

** Mr. Turner was concerned and perplexed. But 
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Mary talked too sensibly to incline him to make 
light of it. 

" 'It is very unfortunate/ he said ; ' and I promised 
an answer to the other party by post this evening. 
And you say, Miss Berkeley, that Mrs. Atkins heard 
it too. You are mrcy Miss, you were not dreaming?' 

" 'Quite sure. It was my sister that heard it, and 
woke me,' she replied ; ' and then we both heard it.' 

" Mr. Turner walked off, metaphorically speaking, 
scratching his head, as honest Giles had done literally 
in his perplexity the night before. He promised to 
call back in an hour or two, when he had been to the 
station and found out about the trains for us. 

'* We packed our little bag and paid the bill, so 
that we might be quite ready, in case Mr. Turner 
found out any earlier train by which we might get 
on, for we had telegraphed to mother that we should 
do our best to be back the next day. I was still so 
sleepy and tired that Mary persuaded me to lie down 
on the bed, in preparation for the possibility of a 

« 

night's journey. I was nearly asleep when a tap 
came to the door, and a servant informed Mary that 
a gentleman was waiting to speak to her. 

"*Mr. Turner,' said she carelessly, as she passed 
into the sitting-room. 
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''But it was not Mr. Turner. In his place she 
found herself face to face with a very different person 
— a young man, of seven or eight and twenty, perhaps, 
tall and dark — dark-haired and dark-eyed that is to 
say — ^grave and quiet in appearance, but with a 
twinkle in his eyes that told of no lack of humour. 

" *I must apologise for calling in this way, Miss 
Berkeley,' he said at once, 'but I could not help 
coming myself to tell how very sorry I am about the 
fright my dog gave you last night at the Grange. I 
have just heard of it from Mr. Turner.* 

" ' Your dog V repeated Mary, raising her pretty 
blue eyes to his face in bewilderment. 

"'Yes,' he said, 'he ran off to the Grange — ^his 
old home, you know— oh, I beg your pardon 1 I am 

forgetting to tell you that I am Walter H , — ^in 

the night, and must have tried to find his way into 
my room in the way he used to do. I always left 
the door unlatched for him.' 

" Instead of replying, Mary turned round and flew 
straight off into the room where I was. 

" ' Oh, Laura,' she exclaimed, ' it was a dog ; Mr. 

Walter H has just come to tell us. Are you not 

delighted ? Now we can fix for the Grange at once, 
and it will all be right. Come quick, and hear about it.' 
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" I jumped up, and, without even waiting to smooth 
my hair, hurried back into the sitting-room with 
Mary. Our visitor, very much amused at our excite- 
ment, explained the whole, and sent downstairs for 
* Captain,' a magnificent retriever, who, on being told 
to beg our pardon, looked up with his dear pathetic 
brown eyes in Mary's face in a way that won her 
heart at once. His master, it appeared, had been 
staying at East Homham the last two nights with an 
old friend, the clergyman there. Both nights, on 
going to bed late, he had missed ' Captain,' whose 
usual habit was to sleep on a mat at his door. The 
first night he was afraid the dog was lost, but to his 
relief he reappeared again early the next morning ; 
the second night, also, his master happening to be 
out late at Mr. Turner's, with whom he had a good 
deal of business to settle, the dog had set off again 
on his own account to his former quarters, with pro- 
bably some misty idea in his doggy brain that it was 
the proper thing to do. 

" * But how did you find out where he had been V 
said I. 

" ' I went out early this morning, feeling rather 
anxious about 'Captain," said our visitor; *and I 
met him coming along the road leading from the 
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Grange. Where he had spent the night after failing 
to get into his old home I cannot tell ; he must 
have sheltered somewhere to get out of the snow 
and the cold. Later this morning I walked on to the 
Grange, and, hearing from Euth Atkins of your fright 
and her own, I put * two and two together,' and I 
think the result quite explains the noises you heard/ 

"'Quite,' we both said; *and we thank you so 
much for coming to tell us/ 

" * It was certainly the very least I could do,' he 
said ; * and I thank you very much for forgiving poor 
old Captain/ 

" So we left East Homham with lightened hearts, 
and, as our new friend was travelling some distance 
in our direction, he helped us to accomplish our 
journey much better than we could have managed it 
alone. And after all we did get back to our parents 
on Christmas day, though not on Christmas eve/' 

Aunty stopped, 

" Then you did take the Grange, aunty ?" said the 
children. 

Aunty nodded her head, 

"And you never heard any more noises ?" 

" Never," said aunty, *' It was the pleasantest of 
old houses ; and oh, we were sorry to leave it, 
weren't we, mother?" 
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"Why did you leave it, grandmother dear?" said 
MoUy. 

" When your grandfather's health obliged him to 
spend the winters abroad; then we came here/' 
said grandmother. 

"Oh yes," said Molly, adding after a little pause, 
" I would like to see that house." 

Aunty smiled. "Few things are more probable 
than that you wiU do so," she said, " provided you 
can make up your mind to cross the sea again." 

"Why? how do you mean, aunty?" said Molly, 
astonished, and Ealph and Sylvia listened with 
eagerness to aunty's reply. 

"Because," said aunty, — ^then she looked across 
to grandmother. "Won't you explain to them, 
mother?" she said. 

*' Because, my darlings, that dear old house will 
be your home — ^your happy home, I trust, some day," 
said grandmother. 

"Is my father thinking of buying it ?" asked Balph, 
pricking up his ears. 

" No, my boy, but some day it wiU be his. It is 
your uncle's now, but he is miich older than your 
father, and has no children, so you see it wiU come 
to your father some day — sooner than we have 

s 
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thought, perhaps, for your uncle is too delicate to 
live in England, and talks of giving it up to your 
father." 

" But still I don't understand," said Ealph, look- 
ing puzzled. " Did my uride buy it ?" 

" No, no. Did you never hear of old Alderwood 
Grange?" 

"Alderwood," said Ealph. "Of course, but we 
never speak of it as * The Grange,' you know, and 
I have never seen it. It has always been let since I 
can remember. I never even heard it described. 
Papa does not seem to care to speak of it" 

" No, dear," said aunty. " The happiest part of 
his life began there, and you know how all the light 
seemed to go out of his life when your mother died. 
It was there he — Captain's master — ^got to know her, 
the *Mary' of my little adventure. You understand 
it all now? He was a great deal in the neighbour- 
hood — at the little town I called East Homham — the 
summer we first came to Alderwood. And there they 
were married ; and there, in the peaceful old church- 
yard, your dear mother is buried." 

The children listened with sobered little faces. 
" Poor papa !" they said. 

"But some day," said grandmother, "some day I 
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hope, when you three are older, that Alderwood will 
again be a happy home for your father. It is what 
your mother would have wished, I know." 

** Well then, you and aunty must come to live with 
us there. You must. Promise now, grandmother 
dear," said Molly. 

Grandmother smiled, but shook her head gently. 

" Grandmother will be a very old woman by then, 
my darling," she said, " and perhaps " 

Molly pressed her little fat hand over grand- 
mother's mouth. 

" I know what you're going to say, but you're not 
to say it," she said. " And every night, grandmother 
dear, I ask in my prayers for you to live to be a 
hundred." 

Grandmother smiled again. 

" Do you, my darling?" she said. " But remember, 
whatever we ash, God knows best what to answer^ 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

HOW THIS BOOK CAME TO BE WRITTEN. 

" Sing out ye merry, merry bells,' 
Yonr loudest, sweetest chime ; 
TeU all the world, both rich and poor, 
'Tis happy Christmas time." 

" Grandmother," said Ealph, at breakfast on what 
Molly called " the morning of Christmas Eve," " I was 
going to ask yon, only the story last night put it out 
of my head, if I might ask Prosper to spend to-morrow 
with us. His uncle and aunt are going away some- 
where, and he wiU be quite alone. Besides he and I 
have made a plan about taking the shawl to the old 
woman quite early in the morning. You don't know 
}u)w pleased he was when I told him you had got it 
for her, grandmother — just as pleased as if he had 
bought it for her with his own money." 

" Then he is a really unselfish boy," said grand- 
mother. " Certainly you may ask him. I had thought 
of it too, but somehow it went out of my head. And, 
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as well as the shawl, I shall have something to send 
to Prosper's old friend. She must have a good dinner 
for once." 

"Thatll be awfully joUy," said Ealph. Sylvia 
and Molly listened with approval, for of course they 
had heard all about the mystery of Ealph's wood- 
carrying long ago. 

"At Christmas time we're to try to make other 
people happy," said Molly, meditatively. " / thought 
of something that would make a great lot of people 
happy, if you and aunty would do it, grandmother 
dear?" 

" I don't think you did all the thinking about it, 
Molly," said Sylvia, with a slight tone of reproach. 
" I do think I did some." 

" Well, I daresay you did. We did it together. 
It couldn't be for this Christmas, but for another." 

"But what is it ?" asked grandmother. 

** It is that you and aunty should make a book 
out of the stories you've told us, and then you see lots 
and lots of other children would be pleased as well 
as us," said MoUy. " Of course you'd have to put 
more to it, to make it enough. I don't mind if you 
put some in about me, grandmother dew, if you would 
like to very muck" 
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"No," said Sylvia, "that would be very stupid. 
Grandmother couldn't make a book about tis. We're 
not uncommon enougL We couldn't be Jteroines, 
Molly." 

"But children don't care about heroines," said 
MoUy. " Children like to hear about other children, 
just really what they do. Now, don't they, grand- 
mother dear ? And isn^t my plan a good one ?" 
• •••••• 

Will you answer little Molly's question, children 
dear? For dear you aU are, whoever and wherever 
you be. Boys and girls, big and little, dark and 
fair, brown-eyed and blue-eyed, merry and quiet — 
all of you, dear unknown friends whose faces I may 
never see, yet all of whom I love. I shall be so glad 
— so very glad, if this little simple story-book of mine 
helps to make this Christmas Day a happy and 
merry one for you all. 



THE END. 
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character, that have made, and will always make, it one of the 
greatest favourites with r«M/iM^^j."— Nonconformist. 

Doyle (Sir F. H.)— LECTURES ON POETRY, delivered 
before the University of Oxford m 1868. By Sir Francis 
Hastings Doylb, Professor of Poetiy in the University of 
Oxford. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d» 

Elsie.— A LOWLAND SKETCH. By A. C. M. Crown 8vo. 
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Estelle Russell.— By the Author of "The Private Life ©f 
Galileo." New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6x. 
FtUl of Mght pictures of French life. The English family^ whose 
fortunesform the main drift oj the story ^ reside mostly in France^ but 
there are also many English characters and scenes of great interest. 
It is certcUnly the work of a fresh^ vigorous, and most interesting 
writer^ with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing and 
not too bitter, ** IVe can send our readers to it with confidence,^^ 
— Spectator. 

Gvans. — ^Works by Sebastian Evans. 

BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER 
POEMS. Fcap. 8va doth. 6x. 

**In this volume we have full assurance that he has * the vision and 
the faculty divine,* . . . Clever and full of kindly humour,** — 
Globe. 

IN THE STUDIO : A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap. 
8vo, 5j. 

*' The finest thing in the book is *Dudman in Paradise, a wonderfully 
vigorous and beautiful story. The poem is a most remarkable one, 
fuU of beauty, humour, and pointed satire ** — Academy. 

Parrell.— THE lectures OF A CERTAIN PROFESSOR. 
By the Rev. Joseph Farrell. Crown Svo. 7^. td, 

Fawcett. — ^TALES in political economy. By MiL- 
LiCENT Fawcett, Author of "Political Economy for Beg^ers.' 
Globe Svo. 3^. 

" The idea is a good one, and it is quite wonderful what a mass of 
economic teaching the author manages to compress into a small 
space, • . T?u true doctrines of international trade, currency, 
and the ratio between production and Population, are set before us 
and illustrated in a masterly manner ^^ — ATHENiEUM. 

Fleming. — ^Works by George Fleming. 

A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo, 6/. 
^IRAGE. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s, 

Fletcher. — thoughts from a girl'S life. By lucy 

Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. 4J. 6d. 

Preeman. — historical and architectural 

SKETCHES ; CHIEFLY ITALIAN. By E. A. Freeman, 
D.C.L., LL.D. With Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo. 
iolt. 6d, 
** Those who know Italy well will retrace their steps with delig^ in 

Mr, Freeman's company, and find him almost interesting quid^ 

and instructor,**-'^AUiiiZR, 
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Garaett.— IDYLLS and epigrams, chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Gaknstt. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6i/. 
**A charming littU book. For English readers^ Mr, GamM'S' 
iranshUiom will ofm a neat world of thought.^* — Wxstminstek 
Rsvuw. 

Gilmore.— STORM WARRIORS ; OR, LIFE-BOAT WORK 
ON THE GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gilmore, 
M.A., Rector of Holy Trinity, Ramsgate, Author of "The- 
Ramsgate Life-Boat," m Macmillan^s Magazine, Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 
** The stories, which are said to be literally exacts are more thrilling 

than anything in fiction, Mr, Gilmore has done a good work a» 

well as written a good book,''* — Daily News. 

Guesses at Truth, — ^By Two Brothers. i8mo. 4j. W.. 
Golden Treasury Series. 

Ramerton.— A painter's camp. Second Edition, revised. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 6r. 

** These pages, written with infinite spirit and humour, bring into 
close rooms, back upon tired heads, the breezy airs of Lancashire- 
moors and Highland lochs, with a freshness which no recent' 
novelist has succeeded in preserving,** — ^Nonconformist. 

Harry. — a poem. By the Author of "Mrs. Jemingham's- 
JoumaL" Extra fcap. 8vo. 3 J. 6d, 

Heine.— SELECTIONS fFROM THE POETICAL WORKS 
OF HEINRICH HEINE. TransUted into English. Crown, 
8vo. 4r. td, 

HigginSOn. — MALBONE: An Oldport Romance. By T. W. 
H1G6INSON. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

Hilda among the Broken Gods. — By the Author of. 

" Olrig Grange." Extra fcap. 8vo. yj. 6d, 

Hobday. — cottage gardening ; or, flowers,. 

FRUITS AND VEGETABLES FOR SMALL GARDENS. 

By E. Hobday. Crown 8vo. is, 6d, 

" A sensible and useful little book,"— Atken MUM, 

Home. — BLANCHE LISLE, and other Poems. By Cecil 
Home. Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6d, 

Hood (Tom).— THE pleasant tale of puss and 

ROBIN AND THEIR FRIENDS, KITTY AND BOB. 

Told in Pictures by L. Frolich, and in Rhymes by ToM Hood. 

Crown 8vo. gilt 31; 6d, 

** The volume is prettily got up, and is sure to be a favourite in the 
nursery,** — Scotsman. ** Ilerr Frolich has outdone himself ift 
his pictures of this dramatic chase,**— Viovjumo Post. 
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Hooper and Phillips.— a manual of marks ON 

POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Refer- 
ence. By W. H. Hooper and W. C. Phillips, With numerous 
Illustrations. Second Edition, revised. i6mo. 4;. 6d, 
** It is one of the most complete^ and beyond all comparison^ t/ie. 
handiest volume of the kind,^* — Athenaeum. 

Hopkins — ROSE TURQUAND; A Novel. By Ellice 
Hopkins. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
" Rose Turquand is a noble heroine^ and the story of her sufferings 

and of her sacrifice is most touching, A tale of rare excellences^* — 

Standard* 

Horace.— WORD FOR word from Horace, the Odes. 

literally versified. By W. T, Thornton, C.B, Crown 8vo. 

Hunt. — TALKS ABOUT ART. By William Hunt. With 
a Letter by J. E. Millais. Crown 8vo. 3^. ^d, 

** They are singularly racy and suggestive" Pall Mall 

Gazette. 

Irving. — Works by WASHINGTON Irving. 

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwards 

of 100 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, engraved by J. D. 

Cooper. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. doth elegant 6s, 

" This little volume is indeed a gem."— Daily News. " Ofie of the 

best and prettiest volumes we have seen this year, .... All the 

illustrations are equally charming and equally worthy of the im- 

mortal words to which they are wedded'^ — Saturday Review. 

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With 120 illustrations by R. Caldecott. 
Crown 8vo. cloth gilt 6j. 

** No one who has seen * Old Christmas f issued last year with 
charming illustrations by Mr, Caldecott^ is likely to forget the 
pleasure he derived from turning over its pages. Text and illus- 
irationSi both halving a flavour of quaint^ old-fashioned humour^ 
ht into each other to perfection^ and leave an impression absolutely 
unique, . . . This work is in no respect behind its pre- 
decessor," —GLOh^. 

James. — Works by Henry James, jun. 

FRENCH POETS AND NOVELISTS. Crown 8vo. 8j. ed. 
Contents t—Alfred de Musset — Thdophile Gautier— Baudelaire — 
Honor^ de Balzac — George Sand — Turg^niefF, etc. 
** There has of late years appeared nothing upon French literature 
so intelligent as this book — so acute, so full of good sense, so free- 
from ajfectation and pretence*'' — Athen^um. 

THE EUROPEANS. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 2ij. 
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Jbubert.—PENS^ES OF JOUBERT. Selected and Translated 
¥?ith the Original French appended, by Henry Attwell, Knight 
of the Order of the Oak Crown. Crown 8vo. 5r. 

Keary (A.) — ^Works by Annie Kxary :— 

CASTLE DALY : THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME 
THIRTY YEARS AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
" Extremely touching^ and at the same time thoroughly amusing,^ — 
Morning Post. 

JANETS HOME. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2J. 6d. 
** Full of wisdom and goodness, simple, truthful, and artistic, . . // 
is capital as a story; better stUl in its pure tone and wholesome 
influence,^* — Globe. 

OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

"TXw is a very powerfully written storyJ^—GuoBTU "This is a 
really excellent novel. —Illustrated London News. " The 
sketches of society in Oldbury are excellent^ The pictures of child 
life are full of truth,*' — Westminster Review. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8vo. Ss. 
" A very pleasant and thoroughly interesting book** — John Bull. 

Keary (E.) — the MAGIC VALLEY ; or, PATIENT 
ANTOINE. With Illustrations by E. V. B. Globe 8vo. gUt. 
4J. dd, 
^^ A. very pretty, tender, quaint little tale,^' — Times. 

Keary (A. and E.) — Works by A. and E. Keary ^- 

THE LITTLE WANDERLIN, and other FaiiyTales. i8mo. 2j. 6d, 
" The tales are fanciful and well written, and they are sure to win 
favour amongst little readers,'** — ^ATHENiBUM. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian 
Mythology. New and Revised Edition, Illustrated by Huard. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6</. 

" Told in a light and amusing style, whic^, in ,its drollery and 
quaintness, reminds us of our oldfavoufite Grimm," — ^TlMES. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster : — 

WESTWARD HO ! or, The* Voyages and Adventures of Sir 
Amyas Leigh. Forty-first Thousand. Crown 8vo. 6r. 

TWO YEARS AGO. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

HYPATIA 5 or^ New Foes with an Old Face. Ninth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6^. 
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Kingsley (C.) — conOnued. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

YEAST: A Problem. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. '6x. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by 
Thomas Hughes, Q.C, and Portrait of the Authpr. Crown 
8vo. 6s, 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With 
Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, R.S.A., and P. Skelton. 
New Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 
** In Jun^ in humour , and in innocent imagination^ as a ehilcPs 

book we do not know its equdlP — London Review. **^f. 

Kingsley must have the credit of revealing to us a new order of life, 

, . . There is in the ^ Water Babies* an abundance of tuit^ fun^ 

good humour^ geniality^ ^lan, ^." — Times. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 

Illustrations. New Edition. Crown Svo. dr. 

" We do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attractively 
told, . . There is a deep under-current of religious feeling traceahle 
throughout its pages which is sure to influence young readers power» 
fully?* — London Review. ** One of the children* s booh that 
will surely become a classic,** — Nonconformist. 

PHAETHON ; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. Third 

Edition. Crown Svo. 2s. 

'< The dialogue of * Phaethon * has striking beauties^ and its sug^es' 
tions may meet half-way many a latent doubt^ and, like a light 
breeze, Itft from the soul clouds thai are gathering heavily, and 
threatening to settle doivn in misty gloom on the summer of many 
a fair and promising young life,** — Spectator. 

POEMS; including The Sauit's Tnigedy, Andromeda, Songs, 

Ballads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. 6s, 

The Stectatok calls *' Andromeda** ** the f nest piece of English 

hexameter verse that has ever been wrUten, It is a volume 

which many readers will beglcui to possess,** 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. Fourth Edition. Crown 

Svo. 6s, 

Contents:—^ Charm of Birds; Chalk-Stream Studies; The 
Fens ; My Winter- Garden ; From Ocean to Sea; North Devon, 

** Altogether a delightful book, , , , , It exhibits the authot*s best 
traits, and cannot fail to infect the reader with a love of nature 
and of out-door life and its enjoyments. It is well calculated to 
bring a gleam of summer with Us pleasant associations, into the 
bleak winter-time; while a better companion for a summer ramble 
could hardly be found** — British Quarterly Review. 

GLAUCUS ; or, THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. 
With Coloured Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown Svo. 6r. 
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Kingsley (H.) — ^Works by Henry Kingsley :— 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. With Eight fiiU-page 
Illustrations by Huard. Fifth Edition. Crown Sto. c1o£« 
extra gilt 5/. 

**We know no better hook for those who want knowledge or seek to 
refresh it. As for the ' sensational^* most novels are tame com- 
pared with these narratives,^^ — ATHSNiEUM. ** Exactly the book 
to interest and to do good to intelligent and high-spirited boys.** — 
Literary Churchman. 

THE LOST CHILD. With Eight Illustrations by Frolich. 
Crown 4to. doth gilt 5/. 6d, 

** A pathetic story ^ and told so as to give children an interest in 
Australian ways and scenery, "— Globe. ' ' Very charmingly and 
very touchingly told** — Saturday Review. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen. — Works by E. H. Knatchbull- 
HUGESSEN, M.P. : — 

Mr. Knatchbull-ffugessen has won for himself a reptUation as 
a teller of fairy-tales. ** His powers^*' says the Times, 
**are of a very high order; light and brilliant narrative flows 
from his pen, and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is inex- 
hatutible.** " Children reading his stories,** the Scotsman says^ 
"or hearing them read, will have their minds refreshed and in- 
vigoratedas much as their bodies would be by abundance of fresh 
cur and exercise.** 

STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. .With Illustrations. Sixth 

Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

" The stories are charming, and full of life and fun.** — Standard. 
" The author has an imagination as fanciful as Grimm himself, 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that Hans Chris* 
tian Andersen has wrRTfew."— Nonconformist. 

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With Illustra- 
tions by Jellicoe and Elwes. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. Sj. 
** A fascinating little volume, which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children.**— JyKiLY News. 

MOONSHINE: Fairy Tales. With Illustrations by W. Brunton. 

Seventh Edition. Crown Svo. cloth gilt 5^. 

*^A volume of fairy tales^ written not only for ungrown children, 
but for bigger, and if you are nearly worn out, or sick, or sorry, 
you wUl find it good reading. ** — Graphic. * * The most charming 
volumeof fairy tcUes which we have ever read. . , . We cannot qutt 
this very plecuant hook without a word of praise to its illustrator. 
Mr. Brunton from first to last has done admirably.** — ^Times. 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. Fairy Stories. With Seven Illustra- 
tions by W. Brunton. Fifth Edition. Crown*8vo. Cloth gilt 5/. 
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KnatchbuU-Hugessen (£. l^*)'-conHnued. 

" Capitally illustraiid by W* BrunUm. . . . In frolic and fancy they 
are quite equal to his other hooks. The author knows how to write 
fairy stories as they should be written. The whole book is Jull of 
the most ddightful drolleries.'* —TihiYS, 

QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. Illustrated by S. E. 
Waller. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt. 5j. 
^^ Decidedly the authof^s happiest effort, • • • One of the best story 
books Of the year,'* — HOUB. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen (Louisa). — the history of 

PRINCE PERRYPETS. A Faiiy Tale. By Louisa Knatch- 
BULL-HUGESSEN. With Eight Illustrations by Weigand. 
New Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt y, 6d, 
* * A grand and exciting fairy tale. '— Morning Post. * * A delicious 
piece of fairy nonsense'* — Illustrated London News. 

Knox.— SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By IsA Craig Knox. 

Extra fcap. Svo. Cloth extra, gilt edges. 41. td. 

" The verses are truly sweet ; there is in them not only much genuine 
poetic quality^ but an ardent^ flowing devotedness^ and a peculiar 
skill in propounding theological tenets in the most graceful way^ 
which any divine might envy." — Scotsman. 

Leading Cases done into English. By an Apprentice of 

Lincoln's Inn. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 2j. 6d. 

" The versifier of these ^Leading Cases* has been most successful. 
He has surrounded his legal distinctions with a halo of mock 
passion which is in itself in the highest degr^ entertaining^ especi- 
ally when the style of the different modern Poets is, so admirably 
hit off that the cloud of associations which hangs round one of 
Mr. Swinburnis^ or Mr. Rossettfs^ or Mr. Browning* s^ or Mr. 
Clough'Sf or Mr. Tennysotis poems, is summoned up to set off 
the mock tenderness or mock patriotism of the strain itself.** — 
Spectator, 

Leland.— JOHNNYKIN and the GOBLINS. By C. G. 
Leland, Author of " Hans Breitmann's Ballads." With numerous 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo. dr. 
** Mr. Leland is rich in fantastic conception and full of rollicking 

fun, and youngsters will amazingly enjoy his book.** — British 

Quarterly Review. 

Life and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Stoxy 

for Children. By the Author of "Wandering Willie," "Effie^» 
Friends/' &c With a Frontispiece by R. Farrbn. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 3^. 6</. 
" Having commenced on the first page, we were compelled to go on to 

the conclusion, and this we predict will be the ease with every one 

who opens the book,** — Pall Mall Gazette. 
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Little E Stella, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
l8mo. doth extra. 2s, 6d. 

" This is a fine story^ and we thank heaven for not bang too wise to 
enjoy it," — Daily News. 

LiOftie. — FORTY-SIX SOCIAL TWITTERS. By Mrs. Loftie. 
i6mo. 2s, 6d. 

*^Many of these esfays are bright and pleasant ^ and extremely sen- 
sible remarks are scattered about the book, " — Athene UM. 

Lome. — Works by the Marquis of Lorne : — 

GUIDO AND LITA : A TALE OF THE RIVIERA. A Poem. 

Third Edition. Small 4to. doth elegant, with Illustrations. 7j. 6^. 

** Lord Lorn^ has the gifts of expression as well as the feelings of a 

poet, " — Times. * * A volume of graceful and harmonious verse, ** — 

Standard. ** fVe may congratulate the Marquis on something 

more than a mere succis (festimeJ^ — Graphic. ** Lucidity of 

thought and gracefulness of expression abound in this attractive 

poem," — Morning Post. 

THE BOOK OF THE PSALMS, LITERALLY RENDERED 
IN VERSE. With Three Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. *is, 6d, 

** His version is such a great improvement upon Rous that it will be 
surprising should it not supplant the old version in the Scottish 
churches. , , , on the whole, it would not be rc^h, to call Lord 
Lorne* s the best rhymed Psodter we have," — Athenaeum. 

Lowell.— COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of James Russell 
Lowell, With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. i8mo. doth extra. 

4^. td, 

**All readers who are able to recognise and appreciate genuine verse 
will give a glad welcome to this beatUi/ul little volume," — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 

Lyttelton. — ^Works by Lord Lyttelton :— 
THE "COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. Sj. 
THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 

Greek Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s,.6d, 

Macdonell. — for the king's dues. By Agnes Mac- 
DONELL, Autlior of "Martin's Vineyard." Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Mackinlay. POEMS. By James M.Mackinlav, M.A., Extra 

fcap, 8vo. 3J. 6d, 
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Maclaren.— THE fairy family, a series of BaUads and 
Metrical Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By 
Archibald Maclaren. With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title, 
and Vignette. Crown Syo. gilt 5^. 

Macmillan's Magazine. — Published Monthly. Price IS. 
Volumes I. to XXXVIII. are now ready. 7^. 6d, each. 

Macquoid. — PATTY. By Katharine S. Macquoid. Third 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

" A book to be rMd,"^-STASDA&D, ** A powerful and fascinaHng 
story. ^ — Daily Telegraph. 

Maguire,— YOUNG prince marigold, and other 

FAIRY STORIES. By the late John Francis Maguire, M.P. 

Illustrated by S. E. Waller. Globe 8vo. gilt 4x. 6</. 

'* 77u author has evidently studied the ways and tastes 0/ children and 
got at the secret of amusing them ; and has succeeded in what is not 
so easv a task as it may seetn — in producing a really good children's 
dook.-— Daily Telegraph. 

Mahaffy. — Works by J. P. Mahaffy, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Dublin. 

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENAN^ 
DER. Third Edition, enlarged^ with New Chapter on Greek 
Art Crown 8vo. gs, 

'' Should be in the hands of all who desire thoroughly to understand 
and to enjoy Greek literature^ and to get an intelligent idea of the 
old Greek /^/."—Guardian. 

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Second- 
Edition, revised and enlarged, with Map. Crown 8vo. lOf. (id. 
" A singularly instructive and agreeable volume. " — ATHENiEUM. 
" This charmingly picturesque and lively volume,^' — Examiner. 



Massey.— SONGS of the noontide rest. By Lucy 
Massey, Author of "Thoughts from a Girrs Life." Fcap. Svo.. 
doth extra. 4^. 6d, 

Masson f(Mrs.)— three centuries of English 

POETRY : being selections from Chancer to Herrick, with Intro- 
ductions and Notes by Mrs. Masson and a general introduction by 
Professor Masson. Extra fcap. Svo. 35. 6d, 
** Most excellently done. The selections are made with good taste 
and discrimination. The notes j too, are to the point. We cait 
most strongly recommend the book.'* — Westminster Review, 

Masson (Professor). — Works by David Masson, M.A.,. 
Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 
of Edinburgh. 
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Masson (Professor) — eonUnued. 

WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER 

ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. $s. 
CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 177a Crown 8vo. 5j. 
THE THREE DEVILS: LUTHER'S, MILTON'S, and 

GOETHE'S ; and other Essays. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

Mazini.— IN THE GOLDEN SHELL ; A Story of Palerma By 
Linda Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe Svo. cloth gilt 4J. 6(L 
'* As beautiful and bright and fresh as the scenes to which it wafts 
us over the blue Mediterranean^ and as pure and innocent^ but 
piquant and sprightly as the little girl who plays the part of its 
heroine, is this admirable little booh." — Illustrated London 
News. 

Merivale.— KEATS' HYPERION, rendered into Latin Verse. 
By C. Merivale, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. 
3J. 6d, 

Milner.— THE lily ok LUMLEY. By Edith Milner, 
Crown Svo. 7^. 6d, 

Milton's Poetical Works,— Edited vidth Text collated fiom 
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes by David 
Masson. Three vols. Svo. 42s, With Three Portraits engraved by 
C. H. Jesns. (Uniform* with the Cambridge Shakespeare.) 
** An edition of Milton which is certain to be the standard edition 

for many years to come, and which is as complete and saiisfactory 

as can be conceived" — Examiner. 
Golden Treasury Edition. By the same Editor. With Two 

Portraits. 2 vols. iSmo. 9J. 

Mistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. Svo. dr. 

Mitford (A. B.)— tales of old japan. By A. B. 

Mitford, Second Secretary to the British Legation in Japan. 

With Illustrations «trawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6f. 

*^ They will always be interesting as memorials of a most exceptional 
society ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, sensa* 
tional, and dramatic, and the originality of their idecu and tht 
quaintnees of their language give them a most captivating piquancy » 
The illustrations are extremely interesting, and for the curious in 
such matters have a special and particular value" — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Molesworth. — Works by Mrs. Molesworth (Ennis 
Graham) : — 

GRANDMOTHER DEAR. Illustrated by Walter Crane. 
Extra fcap. Svo. cloth gilt. 4^. 6^. [Just ready. 
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Molesworth {VLVS.)— continued, 

TELL ME A STORY. lUustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 
Svo. gilt 4f. 6^. Second Edition. 

**So ddighiftU thai weave inclined to join in^the petition^ and we 
hope she may soon tell us more stories. * — AxHiNiEUM. 

" CARROTS " : JUST A LITTLE BOY. Illustrated by Walter 

Crane. Eighth Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt, 4s. 6d, 

** One 0/ the cleverest and most pleasing; stories it /las been our good 

fortune to meet with for some time. * Carrots^, and- his sister are 

delightful little beings ^ whom to read about is at oftce to be become 

veryjond of — Examiner. 

THE CUCKOO CLOCK. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Eighth 
Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt. ^r. 6^. 

** A beautiful little story, , , , It will berecui with delight by 
every child into whose hands it is placed, , , , £nms Graham 
deserves all the praise that has been^ is, and will be, bestowed on 

* The Cuckoo Clock, Childrtn^s stories are plentiful, but one like 
this is not to be met with every day,** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Morgan.— BARON BRUNO; or, THE UNBELIEVING 

PHILOSOPHER, AND OTHER FAIRY STORIES. By 

Louisa Morgan. Illustrated by R. Caldecott Crown SvcgUt. 5^. 

•* The prettiest collection of stories we have seen for a long time. 

One and all are grctceful and dreamy little prose-poems with some- 

thing of the bewitching pathos of Hans Christian Andersen* s 

* Little Mermaid,^ and * Eleven Swans. ^ "—Examiner. 

Moulton. — SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by Louisa Chand- 

I.BR Moulton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4^. dd. 

The Athen^um says : — ** Mrs, Moulton has a real claim to atten- 
tion. It is not too much to say of these poems that they exhibit 
delicate and rare beauty, marked originality, and perfection of 
style. What is still better ^ ihey impress us with a sense of vivia 
and subtle imagination, and that spontaneous feeling which is the 
aseneeof lyrical poetry, ^^ 

Moultrie* — poems by John Moultrie. Complete Edition. 

2 vols. Crown 8vo. 7Jr.each. 
Vol. I. MY BROTHER'S GRAVE, DREAM OF LIFE, &c. 

With Memoir by the R^v» Prebendary Coleridge. 
Vol. II. LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems. 

With notices of the Rectors of Rugby, by M. H. Bloxham. 

Mrs. Jerningham's Journal, a Poem pniporting to be the 

Jcvumal of a newly-married Lady. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
3/. td. 
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** // is nearly a perfect gem^ We have had wthing so good for a 
lon^ time^ and those who neglect to read it are nesting one of 
ihe jewels of contemforarv history,** — Edinburgh Daily Re- 
view. " One quality in thepiece^ sufficient of iisdf to claim a 
moments atiention^ is that it is unupte^original^ indeed, is not too 

; strong a vford—in the manner of its conception and execution.' 

—Pall Mall Qazstte. 

Mudie. — STRAY LEAVES. By C. E. Mudie, New Edition. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d, Contents: — "His and Mine" — 

"Night and Day"—" One of Many," &c. 

This little volume consists of a number of poems, mostly of a genuinely 
devotional character. " They are for the most part so exquisitely 
sweet and delicate as to be quite a marvel of composition. They are 
worthy of being hud up in the recesses of the heart, and reccUled to 
memory from time to time,** — Illustrated London News. 

Murray.— ROUND about France. By e. c. Grenville 

Murray. Crown 8vo. 7/. 6d, 

" A most amusing series of articles** — Athen^um. 

Myers (Ernest). — Works by Ernest Myers :— 
THE PURITANS. Extra fcap. 8vo. doth. 2J. 6d. 

POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6^1 

" The diction is excellent, the rhythm falls pleasantly on the ear, 
there is a classical flavour in the verse which is eminently grateful, 
the thought and imagery are poetical in character** — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Myers (F. W. H.)— poems. By F. W. H. Myers. Con- 
taining "St Paul," "St John," and others. Extra fcap.8vo. 

**Jt is rare to find a writer who combines to such an extent the faculty 
of communicating feelings with the faculty of euphonious expres- 
sion** — Spectator. 

NichoL— HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By John 
NiCHOL, B. A. Oxon., Regius Professor of English Language and 
Literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7x. 6<^ 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of "St Olave's," "When I 
was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. Fourth Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. doth gilt 4j. 6</. 

It is believed that this story, by the favourably hnown author of 
'' St, Olav/s,** toill be found both highly interesting astd instructivi 
to the young. The volume contains eight graphic illustrations by 
Mr, L, FrolicK The EXAMINER says : " fVhether the readers 
are nine years old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enioy 
this pretty volume,** 
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Noel.— BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
RoDEN Noel. Fcap. 8vo. dr, 

Noel (Lady Augusta).— owen gwynnfs great 

WORK. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

Norton. — ^Works by the Hon. Mrs, Norton : — 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYK With Vignette and Frontispiece. 
Eighth Edition. Fcap. Syo. 4^. 6d, 

**J*ull of thought well expressed, and may be classed among her bat 
efforts^—Tiuvs, 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** This varied and lively novel — this clever novel so full of charaeter^ 
and of fine incidental remark," — Scotsman. ** One of the 
pleasantest and healthiest stories of modem fiction J* — Globs. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant i — 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 
Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. 4J. 6d, 
** There are few books of late years more fitted to touch the hearty 
purify the feelings and quicken and sustain right principles^* — 
NONCONFORMIST. *M more gracefully written story it ts impos- 
sible to desire,** — Daily News. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

'*Jt is a very different work from the ordinary run of novels. 
The whole life of a man is portrayed in it, worked out with subtlety 
and insight** — ATHENiBUM 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Crown 8vo. 6j. Sixth Edition 
** We can pronounce it one of the happiest of her recent efforts,** — 
Times. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE : Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, 
and their City. With Illustrations from Drawings by Professor 
Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait of Savonarola, engraved by C. H. 
Jeens. Second Edition with Preface. Medium 8vo. Cloth extra. 

21S, 

The Edinburgh Review says '* We cannot leave this subject 
without expressing our admiration for the beautiful volume which 
Mrs, Oliphant Ims devoted to the * Makers of Florence* -^ne of 
the most degant and interesting books which has been inspired in 
our time by the arts and annals of that celebrated Republic,** 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition. ' Crown 8vo. 6f. 

Our Year, a Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of *'John Haliftuc, Gentleman.*' lUnstrated by Clarsncb 
DoBELL. Royal i6mo. y, 6cL 

*^Itis just the book we could wish to see in the hands of every child, " 
—English Churchman. 

B 2 
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Palgrave. — Works by Francis Turner Palgravb, M.A., late 
Fellow of Exeter College^ Oxford : — 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. ABookforChiMren. With lUustrations by Arthur 
Hughes, and Engraved Title-page by Jesns. Small 4to. cloth 
extra. 6r. 

" If you Tvani a really good book for both sexes and all ages^ buy 
tJUSf as handsome a volume of tales as you^ll find in all the 
market, " — AxHENiEUM. *^ Exquisite both inform and substance J^ 
—Guardian. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. dx. 

^* A volume of pure quiet verse, sparkling with tender tnelodies^ and 
alive with thoughts of genuine poetry, , , , Turn where we ivill 
throughout the volume, we find traces of beauty, tenderness^ and 
truth ; truepoefs work, touched and refined by the master^hand oj 
a real artist^ who shows his genius even in trifles,*^ — Standard. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, i8mo. is. 6d. 
** So choice, so perfect, and so refined, so tetuler in feeling, and so 
scholarly in expression, that we look with special interest to every* 
thing that he gives «j.*'— Literary Churchman. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited by F. T. Palgrave. i8mo. 4x. 6^. 

SHAigESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. 
Palgrave. Gem Edition. With Vignette Title by Jebns. jj. 6</. 
" For minute elegance no volume could possibly excel the * Gem 
Edition,' "—Scotsman. 

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY. 

Selected and arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrave. xSmo. 
2 J. 6d,, and in Two Parts, is, each. 

HERRICK : SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. 
With Notes. iSmo. 4s. 6d. 

Pater. — Works by Walter Pater, Fellow of Brasenose College, 
Oxford : — 

THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in Art and Poetry. Second 
Edition, Revised, with Vignette, engraved by C. H. Jeens. Crown 
8vo. lar. 6d, 

** Mr, Pater's Studies in the history of the Renaissance^ constitute 
the most remarkable example of this younger movement towards a 
&esh and inner criticism, and they are in themselves a singular 
and interestmi^ addition to literature. The subjects are of the very 
kind in which we need instruction and guidance, and there. is -a 
moral in the very choice of them. From the point of view -pf form 
and literary comtosition they, are striking in the highest degree. 
They introduce to English readers a new and distinguished master 
in the great ana difficult art of writing prose. Their style is 
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marked by a flavour at once full and ex^uisile, by a quality that 
mixes richness with delicacy and a firm coherency with infinite 
subtlety. ^^ — Fortnightly Review. 

DIONYSUS ; and other Studies. Crown 8vo. \Shortly, 

Patmore THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND, from the Best 

Poets. Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. New 
Edition. With Illustrations bv J. Lawson. Crown 8vo. gilt 6/. 
Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. 4;. 6dr. 

" The charming illustrations ctdded to many of the poems will cuid 
greatly to their vcUue in the eyes of children^' — DAILY News. 

Peel. — ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Edmund Peel, Author of *' An Ancient City," etc. Crown 
Svo. 3^. 6^. 

Pember.— THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 
By E. H. Pember. Fcap. Svo. 4^*. 6^. 
Founded upon the story of Sappho. * *ffe tells his story with dramatic 

force, and in language that often rises almost to grandeur.** — 

ATHENiEUM. 

Phillips.— BENEDICTA. A Novel. By Mrs. Alfred Phillips. 
3 Vols. Crown Svo. 31J. dd. 

PhilpOt. — A POCKET OF PEBBLES, WITH A . FEW 
SHELLS ; Being Fragments of Reflection, now and then with 
Cadence, made up mostly by the Sea-shore. By the Rev. W. B. 
Philpot. Second Edition, picked, sorted, and polished anew ; 
with Two Illustrations by George Smith. Fcap. Svo. 5^*. 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 
OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown Svo. 3J. dd. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 

of E. Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of " The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown Svo. gilt. 4J. dd. 
" A whimsical and charming little book** — ATHENiEUM. 

Prince Florestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. Svo. cloth. 
Extra gilt edges, 5^. A French Translation, 5^. Also an Edition 
for the People. Crown Svo. u. 

Quin, — GARDEN RECEIPTS. Edited by Charles Quin. 
Crown Svo. 2j. 6^. 

** The most useful book for the garden that has been published for 
sometime.** — Florist and Pomologist. 

Realmah. — ^By] the; Author of "Friends in Council" Cr^ 
Svo. 6f. 
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Rhoades. — ^POEMS. By Jambs Rhoadbs. Fcap. 8yo. 4J. 6</. 

Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a Selection of 

Legends drawn from Valmiki's Sanskrit Poem, "The Ramayana." 

By Frsdkrika Richardson. Crown 8ya 7^. 6^. 

His tmposMe to read it witJumt recogniung the value and interest 

of the Eastern epic» It is as fascinating as a fairy tale^ this 

romantic poem of Indus, " — Globe. ' ' A charming volume^ which 

at once enmeshes the reader in its snares," — Athbnaum. 

Rimmer.— ANCIENT streets and homesteads of 

ENGLAND. By Alfred Rimmer. With Introduction by the 

Very Rev. J. S. HowsoN, D.D., Dean of Chester. Royal 8vo. 

with 150 Illustrations by the Author. Cloth elegant, 21/. 

" All the illtistrations are clear and good^ and they are eminently 
truthful, , , , A book which gladdens the eye while it instructs 
and improves the mind" — Standard. ** One of the most 
interesting and beautiful books we have seen this season. , . . 
// is full oj knowledge^ the result of exact and faithful study ^ most 
readable and interesting ; the illustrations are simply exquisite^* 
— Nonconformist. 

Robinson.— GEORGE LINTON ; or, the first YEARS 
OF AN ENGLISH COLONY. By John Robinson, F.R.G.S. 
Crown Svo. 7^. 6rfL 

^^ If, one may speak confidently on such a matter from orti s own 
experience^ it must be a rare thing for a critic to put down a novels 
having read every word of ity and find himself at the end asking 
for more. Yet this is what happened to us with Gtorge Linton," 
— Spectator. 

Rossetti. — Works by Christina Rossetti : — 
POEMS. Complete Edition, containing " Goblin Market," " The 
Prince's Progress," &c. With Four Illustrations. Extra fcap. 
Svo. 6x. 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by Arthur Hughes. 
Crown Svo. gilt edges. 41. 6d, 

** Certain to be a delight to many a juvenile fireside circle,^* — 
Morning Post. 

Ruth and her Friends, a Story for Girls. With a Frontis- 
piece. Seventh Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. 4/. 6d. 
** We wish all the schoolgirls and home-taught girls in the land had 
the opportunity of recuUng it," — Nonconformist. 

« 

Scouring of The White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. lUustrated 
by Doyle. Imp. i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3J. 6d, 
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Shairp (Principal).— KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 

other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Principal of the 

United College, St. Andrews. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

** Kilmahoe is a Highland Pastoral y redolent of the warm soft air 

of the western lochs and moors^ sketched out with remarkable 

grace and picturesqtteness.^^ — Saturday Review. 

Shakespeare. — ^The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M.A. and W. 
Alois Wright, M.A. Nine vols. 8vo. cloth. 
The Guardian calls it an ** excellent, and^ to the student, almost 

indispensable edition ;" and the Examiner calls it ** an unrivalled 

edition,^* 

Shakespeare's Plays. — An attempt to determine the Chrono- 
logical Order. By the Rev. H. Paine Stokes, B.A. Extra 
fcap. 8yo. 4x. 6d, 

Shakespeare Scenes and Characters. — a Series o 

Illustrations designed by Adamo, Hofmann, Makart, Pecht, 
Schwoerer, and Speiss, engraved on Steel by Bankel, Bauer, 
Goldberg, Raab, and Schmidt; with Explanatory Text, 
selected and arranged by Professor Dowden. Royal 8vo. Cloth 
elegant. 2/. 12s. od. 

Also a LARGE PAPER EDITION, India Proofs. Folio, half- 
morocco elegant. 4/. 14;. 6d, 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jbphson. New Edition. 
i8mo. I J. 

Slip (A) in the Pens. — illustrated by the Author. Crown 
8vo. 6j. 

** An artistic littlevolume, for every page is a picture^'' — Times. "// 
will be read with pleasure, and with a pleasure that is altogether 
innocent,** — Saturday Review. 

Smedley— TWO dramatic poems. By Menella Bute 
Smedley, Author of " Lady Grace," &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 
•* May be read with enjoyment anaprofit.^—SATVKDAY Review. 

Smith. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 
8vo. $s. 

Smith (Rev. Walter) hymns of christ and the 

christian life. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

Southesk.— THE MEDA maiden : AND OTHER POEMS. 
By the Earl of Southesk, K.T. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7s. 
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// is pleasant in these da^s^ when there is so much artificial and 
senstMUs verse published^ to come across a hook so thoroughly fresh 
and healthy as Lord Southesk^s. . . . TTtere is an infinite charm 
about them in their spontaneity and their healthful philosophy^ in 
the fervent love for nature which is t/ieir distinguishing character' 
istic, and the manly and wholesome tone which pervades every 
pageJ* — Scotsman. 

Stanley,— TRUE to life.— a simple story. By Mary 
Stanley. Cheaper Edition. Crown.Svo. 6s. 
*^For many a long day we have not met wUh a more simple^ healthy, 
and unpretending story. " — Stan d ard. 

Stephen (C. E.)— the service of the poor; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of 
Religious Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline 
Emilia Stephen. Crown 8vo. dr. 6/. 

"i? touches incidentally and with much wisdom and tenderness on 
so many of the relations of women, particularly of single women, 
with society, that it may be read with advantage by many who 
have never thought of entering a Sisterhood.*^ — Spectator, 

Stephens (J. B.)— convict once, a Poem. By J. 
Brunton Stephens. Extra fcap. 8vo. y. dd. 
" It is as far more interesting than ninety-nine novels out of a 

hundred^ as it is superior to them in powers worthy and beautv. 

We should most strongly advise everybody to read * Convict Once, * 

— Westminster Review. 

Streets and Lanes of a City : Being the Remmlscences 

of Amy Button. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
bury. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
**One of the most really striking boohs that has ever come before us.'* 
— Literary Churchman. 

Thompson. — a handbook to the public picture 

GALLERIES OF EUROPE. With a brief sketch of the 
History of the various schools of Painting from the thirteenth 
century to the eighteenth, inclusive. By Kate Thompson. 
Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

** A very remarkable memoir of the several great schools of paintings 
and a singularly luctd exhibition of the principal treasures of all 
the chief and some of the smaller puture galleries of Europe. 
This unpretending book which does so much for the history of trt 
is also a travellers guide- book; a guide-book, moreover, so con- 
venient in arrangement and compnhensvve in design that it will 
not fail to become the companion of the majority of English 
tourists, . . . The large crowd of ordinary connoissturs who 
only care to know a little atout pictures^ and the choicer body of 
intelligent itudtnts of all ar lis tic objects that fail in their way, will 
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fxtol the compact littU volutm as the model of what an art 
explorer's vade mecum should be. It will also be found in the 
highest degree serviceable to the more learned connoisseurs and 
erudite authorities on the mailer of art,^^ — Morning Post. 

T bring. — SCHOOL SONGS. A Collection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. £. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Folio. 7j. 6^. 

Tom Brown's School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, 4X. td. People's Edition, zs. 

With Seven Illustrations by A. Hughes ajid Sydney Hall. 

Crown 8vo. 6j. 

" The most famous bo^s book in the language.^ -r-T^hiUf News. 

Tom Brown at Oxford.— New Edition. With Illustrations 
Crown 8vo. 6j. 

** In no other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities of 
the English getitleman more happily portrayed^ — Daily News. 
*M book of great porwer and truth, —"^AmoiUKL REVIEW. 

Tourgenief.— VIRGIN SOIL. By I. Tourgenief. Trans- 
lated by ASHTON W. Dilke. Crown 8vo. loj. 6d. 
** If we want to know Russian life and society in all its phases . . . 
we cannot do better than take up the works of the greatest of 
Russian novelists^ and one of the greatest in all European litera- 
turcy Ivan Tourgtnief" — Daily News. 

Trench. — Works by R, Chenevix Trench, D.D., Archbishop 
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see Theological, 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. Is, 6d, 

HOUSEHOLD 500K OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop TRENCH. Second Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. y, 6d, 

" The Archbishop has conferred in this delightful volume an important 
gift on the whole English'Speaking population of the world," — 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chi^ Lyrical Selected and 
arranged for Use. By Archbishop TRBNCK. Third Edition, 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. 'js. 

Turner. — Works by the Rev. Charles Tennyson Turner :— 

SONNETS. Dedicated t6 his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 

8vo. 4J. 6d, 
SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. 4f . M 
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Tyrwhitt.— OUR sketching club. Letters and Studies 
on Landscape Art By Rev. R. St. John Tyrwhitt, M.A. 
With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts 
in Professor Ruskin's "Elements of Drawing." Second Edition. 
Crown 8va ^s, 6d. 

Under the Limes.— Bv the Author of "Christina North.*^ 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

" One of the prettiest and best told stories which it has been om 
good fortune to read for a long time, ^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Villari.— IN CHANGE UNCHANGED. By Linda Villari. 
Author of " In the Golden Shell," &c Two vols. Crown 8vo. 

2 1 J. 

Wandering Willie. By the Author of " Effie's Friends," and 
" John Hatherton." Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
" This is an tdyll of rare truth and beauty, . . . The story is simfU 
and touching^ the style of extraordinary delicacy^ precision^ and 
picturespuness, . , . A charming gift-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to novels, and vrill am^y repay those of their elders 
who may give an hour to its perusal,^— l>iiiLY News. 

W^ebster. — ^Works by Augusta Webster : — 

**If Mrs, Webster only remains true to herself, she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman has yet doneJ* — 
Westminster Review. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 
** A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by poetic power, '^^'^ 
Nonconformist. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS: Crown 8vo. 7j. 6d, 
**Mrs, Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably 
from the life; that she can observe with subtlety, and render her 
observations with delicacy; that she can impersonate complex con- 
captions and venture into recesses of the ideal world into which 
few living writers can follow her,** — Guardian. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. y, 6d, 

"Mrs, Webster's poems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . her 
taste is perfect . . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of 
thought, feeling, and observation wluch demand that attention which 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow,** — Westminster 
Review. 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF iESCHYLUS. Literally transUtcd 
into English Verse. Extra fcap. Sva 3f . 6d, 
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"Webster (Augusta)-— ^<w/i«w^. 

" Closeness and simplicity combined with lUerary skill*' — Athx- 
MiBUM. '* Mrs. Webster^s * Dramatic Studies* and * TransUttion 
of Prome&uus ' have won for her an honourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
realiaaiionf and bids fair to be the most successfid claimant of Mrs* 
Brownings mantle. -^BKLTisa Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

'' Mrs, JVebstcf's translation surpasses our utmost expectations. It is 
a photograph of the original without any of that harshness which 
so often accompanies a photograph.**— 'Westmisstzr Review. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap.Sva p. 
" The * Auspicious Day* shows a marked advance, not only in art^ 
but, in what is of tar more importance, in breadth of thought ami 
intellectual grasp." — Westminster Review. " This drama is 
a manifestation of high dramatic power on the part of the gifted 
Writer, and entitled to our warmest admiration, as a worthy piece 
of work. ** — Standard. 

YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse. Extra 

fcap. 8va 31. 6^. 

"^ very charming tale, charmingly told in dainty verse, with 
occasional lyrics of tender deauty,**--STANDXRD. '* We close the 
book with the renewed conviction that in Mrs. Webster we have a 
profound and original i>oet. The book is marked not by mere 
sweetness of melody — rare as that gift is — but by the infinitdy 
rarer gifts of dramatic power, of passion, and sympathetic insight,** 
— Westminster Review. 

A HOUSEWIFE'S OPINIONS. Crown 8vo. 7^. &/. . , 

When I was a Little Girl, stories for children. 

By the Author of "St Olave's." Fifth Edition. Extra fcap. 

Sva 4J. 6d, With Eight Illustrations by L. FroLich. 

**At the head, and a long way ahead, of all books for girls, we 
place • When I was a IMtle Girl.* "—Times. ** It is one of the 
choicest morsels oj chUd-biography which we have met with,** — 
Nonconformist. 

White.— RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8vo. 7j. &/. 

Whittier,— JOHN greenleaf whittier'S poetical 

WORKS. Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H. 

Teens. i8mo. ^r. 6^. 

"^ Mr, Whittier has all the sp$ooth mdody and the pathos of the author 

of * Hiawatha,* with a greater nicety of description and a 

quainter fancy,**— GvJiSvac, 
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Willoughby.— FAIRY GUAJ[IDIANS. A Book for the Young. 
)^^ F. Willoughby. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. gilt 5x. 
^^A dainty and delicious tale of the good old-fashion^ type" — 
Saturday Review. 

Wolf.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS. 

Twenty Illustrations by Joseph Wolf, engraved by J. W. and E. 

Whymper. With descriptive Letter-press, by D. G. Elliot, 

F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 2ix. 

This is the last series of drawings which will be mctde by Mr, Wolj^ 
either upon wood or stone. The Pall Mall Gazette says : 
" The fierce^ untamable side of brute nature has never received a 
more robust and vigorous inUrpretcUiony and the various incidents 
in which particular character is shown are set forth with rare dra- 
matic power. For excellence that will endure^ we incline to place 
this very near the top of the list of Christmas booksJ* And the 
Art Journal observes^ ** Rarely , if ever, have' we seen animal 
life more forcibly and beautifully depicted than in this really 
splendid volume, ' 

Also, an Edition in royal folio. Proofs before Letters, each Proof 

signed by the Engravers. 

Woolner. — my beautiful lady. By Thomas Woolner. 

With a Vignette by A. Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap.8vo. 5j. 

" No man can read this poem without being struch by the fitness and 

finish of the workmanships so to spectk, as well as by the chastened 

and unprOending loftiness of thought vfhich pervades the whole,*' 

— Globe. 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of *' Rays 
of Sunlight" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., is, 
** The selection aims at popularity, and deserves it," — Guardian. 

Yonge (C. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Twenty-third Edition. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

HEARTSEASE. Fifteenth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. dr. 
THE DAISY CHAIN. Sixteenth Edition. With Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo. 6s, 

THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN. 
Fourteenth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. dr. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
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Yonge (C. Vi.)'-conHnued. 
THE YOUNG SI EPMOTHER. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Fifth Edition. Crown 
8vo. 6j. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Seventh Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6x. 
" We think the authoress of ' The Heir of Redely ffe * has surpassed 

her previous efforts in this illuminated chronicle of the olden time,** 

— British Quarterly. 

THE CAGED LION. lUostrated. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
'' Prettily and tenderly written^ and will with young people especially 
be a great favourite'* — Daily News. ** Everybody should read 
AKf."— -Literary Churchman. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIBAUMONT. Crown 8vo. dr. Sixth Edition. 
" Miss Yonge has brought a lofty aim as well as high art to the con* 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best efforts 
in historical romance,**— MOKmNG Post. " Theplot, in truth, 
is of the very first order of fw^t^."— Spectator. " We have 
seldom read a more charming story ** — Guardian. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. i8mo. 2s, 6el. 

** A tale which, we are sure, wUl give pleasure to many others besides 
the young people for whom it is specially intended, . . . This 
extremely prettily-told story does not require the guarantee afforded 
by the name of the author of * The Heir of Redclyffe* on the title' 
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite,** — Dublin 
Evening Mail. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, with Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo. 4^. 6d. 
^ The illustrations are very spirited and rich in colour, and the 

story can hardly fail to charm theyouthfuireader, "^Manchester 

Examiner. 

THE LITTLE DUKE : RICHARD THE FEARLESS, Sixtii 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. %s, 6d. 

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 
Globe 8vo. 3/. 6d, each. 

Contents of First Series :— History of Philip Quarll— 
Goody Twoshocs— The Governess — ^Jemima Placid — The Perambu- 
lations of a Mouse— The Village Schoot-Thc Littie Queear— 
'^ History of LitUe Jack. 
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Yonge (C. Vi^—conHnued. 

*' Miss 3^ongi has dotu great service to the infantry of this generation 
by putting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within tfuir reach," 
— ^British Quaribklt Review. 
Contents op Second Series : — Family Stories — Elements of 

Morality — A Pozzle for a Curious Girl — Blossoms of Morality. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. Golden 
Treasury Series). 41. 6d. Cheap Edition, is. 
" fVe have seen no pretHer gift-booh for a long time^ and none which, 

bath for its cheapness and the spirit in which it has been compiled, 

is m&re deserving of praise,** — ATHENiBUM. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Pictured by 
Frolich, and narrated by Charlotte M. Yonge. Second 
Edition. Crown 4to. cloth eilt ts. 

*** Lucys Wonderful Globe^ is capital, and will give its youthful 
readers more idea 0/ foreign countries and customs than any number 
of boohs of geography or travel,** — Graphic. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. Sva 5^. Third Edition, enlarged. 5x. 

Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Thiid Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5/. 

** Instead of dry details^* says the Nonconformist, "w* have 
living pictures, faithful, vvuid, and striking ** 

Third Series. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

P's AND Q's ; OR, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. 

With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. Third Edition.. Globe 

8vo. cloth gilt 4r. td, 

" One of lur most successful little pieces .... just what a narrative 
should be, each incident simply and naturally related, no preaching 
or moreUiung, and yet the moral coming out most piwerptlly, and 
the wh(de story not too long, or with the least appearance of being 
spun Mi^/'— Literary Churchman. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; or, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. Fourth Edition. Two vols, crown 8vo. 12s, 
" A domestic story 0/ English professional life, which for sweetness 
of tone and absorbing interest from first to kut has never been 
rivalled,** — Standard. " Miss Yonge has certainly added to 
her already hi^h reputation by this charming booh, which keeps the 
reader^s attentum fixed to the end. Indeed toe are only sorry Mere is 
not another volume to come, and part with the Underwood family 
with sincere r^et,** — Court Circular. 
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Tonge (C. lA,)— continued, 

LADY HESTER; OR, URSULA'S NARRATIVE. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

'* We shaU not anHcipaU the interest by epUomhsing theplot^ but wi 
shall only say that readers will find in it all the gracefiUness^ right 
feelings and delicate perception which they have been long accustomed 
to look for in Miss Yong^s writings **--Gvaxdun, 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES ; OR, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH. 
Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6x. 

** Marked by all the perfect and untiring freshness that always 
charm us in Miss Yong^s novels, ^^ — Graphic. ** The story is 
admirably told, and extremdy interesting" — Standard. 

THE THREE BRIDES. Eighth Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8ro. 

I2J. 
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MAGMILUN'S GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
NoKL Paton, T. Woolner, W. Holman Hunt, J. K 
MiUAis, Arthxtr Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel by 
Jexns. Bound in extra doth, 45. 6d, each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

" Messrs, MacmUlan hceve^ in their Golden Treasury Series, especially 
provided editions of standard works, volumes of selected podry, and 
original compositions, which entitle this series to be called classical. 
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing more 
elegant than the material workmanship** — British Quarterly 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 

Selected and arranged, Dvith Notes, by Francis Turner 

Palgrave. 

*' This delightful little volume, the Golden Treasury, which contains 
many of the best original lyrical pieces and songs in our language, 
grouped with care and skill, so as to illustrate each other like the 
pictures in a well-arranged gallery,** — Quarterly Review. 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

" // includes specimens of all the great mcuters in the art of poetry ^ 
sheeted with the matured judgment of a man concentraied on 
(Staining insight into the feelings and tastes of childhood, and 
desirous to cpwaken its finest impulses, to cultivate its keenest sensi- 
bilities.**—'MoKsmG Post. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best EngUsh Hymn Writers. 

Selected and arranged by Lord Selborne. A New and En^ 

larged Edition, 

** All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for tht 
present give place to the Book of Praise, . . . The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains involved in this compilation must have been immense, em* 
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this special province of 
English literature, and ranging over the most widely divergent 
tracks ofrdigious thought''* — Saturday Review. 
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The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected 
and rendered anew by the Author of " John Halifax. 
Gentleman." 

** j4 delightful selection^ in a delightful external form ; full of thi 
physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fairy tcUes,^*^ 
Spectator. 

The Ballad Book, a Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 

Edited by William Allingham. 

* * His tcute as a judge of old poetry will be founds by all acquainted with 
the various readiness of old English ballads^ true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a taskj** — Saturday Review. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

** The fullest and best Jest book thcU has vet appeared^* — Saturday 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, 

M.A. 

" The beautiful little edition of Bacon's Essays^ no7V before us, does 
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr, Aldis IVright, , , , It 
puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary facts and 
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connectwn with 
Bacon^s life and times,** — Spectator, 

The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
" A beautiful and scholarly reprint,*^ — SPECTATOR. 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

^^ A well-selected volume of Scured Poetry** — Spectator. 

A Book of Golden Deeds of All Times and All Countries 
Gathered and narrated aneM By the Author of *' The Heir of 
Redclyffe." 

'*, . . To the young, for whom it is especially intended^ as a most 
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told ; and to their elders, 
as a useful handbook of reference, and a pleasant one to take up 
when their wish is to while away a weary half-hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime,** — ATHENiEUM. 

The Poetical Works of Robert Burns. Edited, with 

Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

" Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Bvrns 
yet iw/."— Edinburgh Daily Review, 

c 
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The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A. Fellow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 

" Moated and modified ediiums of this English classic are so much 
the rule, that a cheap and pretty copy of it, rigidly exact to the 
original, will be a prize to many book-buyers," — EXAMINKIL 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes by J. LL Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A, 
**A dainty and cheap little edition" — Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 
Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Hullah, Professor 
of Vocal Music in King's College, London. 

•* A choice collection of the sterling songs of England^ Scotland, and 
Irdand, with the music of each prefixed to the Words, Hmv much 
true wholesome pleasure such a book can dijfuse, and will diffuse, 
we trust through many thousand families.** — Examiner. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
Gust AVE Masson, French Master in Harrow School 
A selection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces, 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

" A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about 
boys for boys that ezer wets written,'^'* — Illustrated Times. 

A Book of Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe." 
With Vignette. 
*^^ An admirable addition to an admirable series," — Westminster 

Review. 
A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attwell, 

Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 
* * Mr, Attwell has produced a book of rare value .... Happily it 
is small enough to be carried about in the pocket , and of such a com- 
panion it would be difficult to weary,"— Vau. Mall Gazette. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections trom the Works 
of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of **Ginx's Baby," &c. 
**A charming little volume," — Standard. 

Theologia Germanica , — ^Which setteth forth many feir Linea- 
ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lovely things 
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by Dr. Pfeiffer, from the only 
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German, 
by Susanna Winkworth. With a Preface by the Rev. Charles 
KiNGSLEY, and a Letter to the Translator by the Chevalier 
Bunsen, D.D. 
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Milton's Poetical Works.— Edited, with Notes, &c., by 
Professor Masson. Two vols. i8mo. 9^. 

Scottish Song, a Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. 

Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlyle 

Aitkin. 

" Miss Aitkin^ s exquisite collection of Scottish Song is so alluring, 
and suggests so many topics, that wefiftd it difficult to lay it down. 
The book is one that should find a place in every library , we haa 
almost said in every pocket, and the summer tourist who wishes to 
carry with him into the country a volume of genuine poetry, will 
find it difficult to select one containing within so small a compass 
so much of rarest value" — Spectator. 

Deutsche Lyrik. — The Golden Treasury of the best German 
Lyrical Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary 
Introduction. By Dr. BucfiHEiM. 

** This collection of German poetry is compiled with care and con- 
scientiousness The result of his labours is satisfactory. 

Almost all the lyrics dear to English readers of German will be 
found in this little volume" — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Robert Herrick. — SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL 
POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrave. 
" A delightful' Itttle book. Herrick, the English Catullus, is simply 
one of the most exquisite of poets, and his fame and memory are 
fortunate in having found one so capable oj doing honour to them 
as the present editor ; who contributes a cJiarming dedication ami 
a preface full of delicate and sensitive criticism to a volume than 
which one would hardly desire a choicer companion for a journey 
or for hours of ease in the country ^ — Daily News. 

Poems of Places. — Edited by H. W. Longfellow. England 

and Wales. Two Vols. 

* * After a careful perusal we must pronounce his work an excellent 
collection, ... In this compilation we find not only a guide- 
book for future travels^ but a fund of reminiscences of the petst. 
To many of us it will seem like a biography of our best and 
happiest emotions, , , , For those who know not all these places 
the book will be an excellent travelling companion or guide, or may 
even stand some in good stead in place of travel,** — Times. 

Matthew Arnold's Selected Poems. 

Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 12^. 6d, 

The Story of the Christians and Moors in Spain. 

—By Charlotte M. Yonge. With a Vignette by Holman 
Hunt. 

Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare.— Edited with Preface 

by the Rev. Alfred Ainger, Reader at the Temple. 
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MACMILLAN'8 GLOBE LIBRARY. 

Beautifully printed on toned paper and bound in cloth extra^ gilt 
edges, price 4J. 6^. each ; in cloth plain, 3^. dd. Also kept in a 
variety oj calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices. 

Books, Wordsworth says, are 

**the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; " 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; " to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the master-minds of English 
Literature, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to afford every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. 

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the 
English Language is spoken, and by their universal circula- 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time 
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
" make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says: ** The Globe Editions are admirable 
for their scholarly editing, their typographical excellence, their com^ 
pendious form, and their cheapness." The BRITISH Quarterly 
Review says: ** In compendiousness, elegance, and scholarliness, 
the Globe Editions of Messrs. Macmillan surpass any popular series 
of our classics hitherto given to the public. As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as has ever been mcuiej** 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by W. G. 

Clark, M.A., and W. Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 
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Cambridge, Editors of the "Cambridge Shakespeare." With 

Glossary. Pp. 1,075. 

7)4^ Athen/eum says this edition is **a marvel of beauty^ cheapness^ 
and compactness, , . , For the busy man^ above all for the 
working student^ this is the best of all existing Shakespeares.*^ 
And the Pall Mall Gazette observes: ** To have produced 
the complete works of the world's greatest poet in such a form, 
and at a price within the reach of every one, is of itself almost 
sufficient to give the publishers a claim to be considered public bene' 
factors'^ 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 
W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary, pp. Iv., 736. 
*^Worthy-^and higher praise it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe 

Series,^ The work is edited with all the care so noble a poet 

deserves,^* — DAILY News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical ^Vorks. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, 

and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559. 

** We can almost sympathise with a middle-aged grumbler^ who, after 
reading Mr, Palgrav^s memoir and introduction, should exclaim 
— * Why was there not such an edition of Scott when I was a school* 
boy ? * " — Guardian. 

Complete Works of Robert Burns. — the poems, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Biographical Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
** Admirable in all respects.'^ — Spectator. ** The cheapest, the 

most perfect, and the most interesting edition which has ever been 

published,'^ — Bell's Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 
Biographical Introduction by Henry Kingsley. pp. xxxi., 607, 
^^ A most excellent and in every way desirable edition.'* — Court 

Circular. " Mctcmillan' s * Globe' Robinson Crusoe is a book to 

have and to keep," — Morning Star. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous ^Vorks. Edited, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 

^^ Such an admirable compendium of the facts of Goldsmith's life, 
and so careful and minute a delineation of the mixed traits of his 
Peculiar character as to be a very model of a literary biography 
in little," — Scotsman. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 
of St. Peter*s College, Cambridge, and Professor of History in 
Owens College, Manchester, pp. lii., 50S. 
The Literary Churchman remarks : ^^ Ihe ediiot^s own notes 
and introductory memoir are excellent^ the memoir cUone would be 
cheap and well worth buying at the price of the whole volume" 
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Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 
College, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662, 

" An admirable edition^ the result of great research and of a careful 
revision of the text. The memoir prefixed contains^ within less 
than ninety pages^ as much sound criticism and as comprehensive 
a biography as the student of Dry den need desire,^' — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

Cowper's Poetical ^Vo^ks. Edited, with Notes and 
Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar of 
Addington and Professor of Modem History in Queen's College, 
London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. 

**Mr, Benham* s edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographiccU introduction is excellent, full of information, 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one," — Saturday 
Review. 

Morte d'Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edward 
Strachey, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509. 

**It is with perfect confidence that we recommend this edition of the ola 
romance to every class of readers," — Pall Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered hito English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College^ 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. 

** A more complete edition of Virgil in English it is scarcely possible 
to conceive than the scholarly work before us," — Globe. 

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prose, with 

Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By John 

Lonsdale, M.A., and Samuel Lee, M.A. 

The Standard says, " To classical and non-classical readers it 

will be invaluable as a faithful interpretation of the mind ana 

meaning of the poet, enriched cu it is with notes and dissertations 

of the highest value in the way of criticism, illustration, and 

explanation," 

Milton's Poetical Works. — Edited with Introductions by 
Professor Masson. 

•* A worthy addition to a valuable series," — ATHENiEUM. 
•* In every way an admirable book," — Pall Mall Gazbttk. 



MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS. 

In Crown Svo. cloth^ price 6s, each Volume, 



BY WILLIAM BLACK, 

A PRINCESS OF THULE. 

MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA; and other Tales. 

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON. 

Illustrated. 

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. 

B7 CHARLES EINGSLE7. 

TWO YEARS AGO. 

« WESTWARD HO I " 

ALTON LOCKE. With Portrait. 

HYPATIA. 

YEAST. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. Illustrated. 
THE OGILVIES. Illustrated. 
AGATHA^S HUSBAND. Illustrated. 
OLIVE. Illustrated. 

B7 CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. With Illustrations. 

HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. With Illustrations. 

THE TRIAL : More Links in the Daisy Chain. With Illus- 
tradons. 

HOPES AND FEARS. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 2 Vols. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLETS NEST. 

THE CAGED HON. Illustrated. 
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BY CHARLOTTE M. YOY^QiE-continued. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
LADY HESTER ; or, Ursula's Narrative. 
THE THREE BRIDES. 2 Vols. 

B7 MRS. OLIPHANT. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. 

BY ANNIE EEARY. 

CASTLE DALY. 

OLDBURY. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. 

BY GEORGE FLEMING. 

A NILE NOVEL. 

MIRAGE. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 

PAULINE. By G. C. Clunes. 

THE FOOL OF QUALITY. By H. Brooke. 

UNDER THE LIMES. 

CHRISTINA NORTH. 

ELSIE. By A. C. M. 

REALM AH. By the Author of "Friends in Council." 

PATTY. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. By C. R. Coleridge. 

OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT WORK. By Lady Augusta 
NOEL. 

A SLIP IN THE FENS. Illustrated. 

MY TIME, AND WHAT TVE DONE WITH IT. By F 
C. BURNAND. 

ROSE TURQUAND. By Ellice Hopkins. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

SEBASTIAN. By Katherine Cooper, 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 






